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vn>en flatter^ crimes of a licentious a(:e 

Reprracli cur silence, and demiuid our n^e ; 

When purchased follies, fh)m each distant land. 

Like an»i improve in £riiain's skilful hand; 

IKlien tbe Law shews ber teeth, but dares not bite. 

And Snuth'Sea treasures a-r not b.our.ht tu lii.'h': i 

Vheo Churchmen Scripture for the Classicks qui;, 

Polite apostates fVcm God^s grace to wit; 

Vhen men grow great from iheir ruvtnuc spent, 

And fly from bailifi into parliament; 

Vklicn d>in£ sinners, to blot out their score, 

Bequeath the Church the leavings of a whure; 

To chafe our splicn, when themes liks iLc:.^ incrca.*, 

Shall panc)grick rei(;n, and censure cease i 

Stall auth-jrssir.ileun such illustri'-js ''^ys. 

And satirize with nothing— -but th^r p-aisc f S -^ i I 
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CONTAINING HIS 

COMPLAINT; 
NIGHT-THOUGHTS, 

ON LIFE, DEATH^ AND IMMORTALITY. 

Sunt lacrjmue rerutnt et mentem mortalia taogunt. V I R C, 

Thro* many a field of moral and divine 

The Muse hit strayed, and much of sorrow seen. 

O'er Abends deceased full heartily she wept j 

Of kxre divine the wonders she display'd; 

Prov'd Man immortal; shew'd the source of }oyi 

The grand tribunal rais'd \ assigned the bounds 

Of humaif grief. In few, to close the whole. 

The moral Muse has shadowed out a sketch, 

Tlio' not in form, nor with a Raphael stroke. 

Of roost our weakness needs believe or do. 

In this our land of travail and of hope. 

For peace on earth, or prospect of the skies, NIGHT IX. 
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DR. EDWAEU YOUNG. 



jWIe, Ihia that Ihe lives of poeU, sf phi) osa pliers, of 
'men of siudy, indeed, in geneial, ^Idam furnish ma- 
Uiia.lt foe (lie pen of Biography, by any mean? to 
sinking in [tiunsclves, or bo interesting to the mulli- 
lude of lezriFrs, as the 1iv«s of warriors, of slatss- 
I mm, aad sucli other diancters as h»veliwn emiiitmly 
uj^uiaguiblicd in uenei ofpubiicL aclii'ily aod nulioiiJ 
Ppilerpriie. Of the literati, few ever miinl less, upuii 
UBk whole, wilb what is teemed ihr KorU, th^in the 
ftatread aud Kaly iraniDrtsI Author of the Nighl- 
F'^ughlt; acircumslancein no \t ays to be regretted, 
ll^Owever. when we reflect la ivhal noble, lo what' 
pJpMllike puriloaes tie devoted all Die solitary hours of 
LaTife lengthened to a period fu beyond ulidt man n 
'^UMninonly destined to enjoy. 

f .Thiailluslrioiu tavouiite of the Muse:, ai^it orna- 
Imenlof thepretent tentuty, was the son of tin: Rev, 
rMt. Edward Young, a learned and pious divine uS llie 
; Cliutcli ot England, □Tu'lioin there iire Mill exr:uit i\va 
; Jfolumes of sermons, which able judses have nui ^ i ti- 
nted to pioncusce among tlie taon valuable m oui 
tinfiagt. 

Tlie year in which our Poet was horn seem; niri tc 
bepositively known, but in all p^ob.■.t)i\U^■^^vl.M,^\^ . 
fc«B in or about i6yg. AUVt aiiiraalei Vj ■--.■ 



Vi LIFE OP DR. YOUNG, 

in virtue ^nd to shine in literature, from the example 
and tuition of ihc best of fathers, he was, at an early 
age, matriculated into AH-Soul's College, in Oxford, 
where, in the view of following the Civil Law, h? 
actually took a degree in that profession. 

In 1704, whilst in this situation^ he produced his 
celebraed poem on the Last Day^ which^ as being 
the pious, as well as masterly composition of a young 
obicure layman, became presently a popular and ge- 
nerally-admired performance. 

Soon after this he wrote the poem entitled. The 
Force of Religion; or. Vanquished Love; which was 
likewise received with very flattering marks of dis- 
tinction. To the noble family for whose amusement 
it was originally intended, this poem proved a most 
acceptable present; and indeed 'such was the success, 
pf both these juvenile performances, at a period when 
the noblest effusions of genius were daily issuing from' 
the press — when, in fact, the literature of England 
seemed to have reached the zenith of its glory, that 
several of the first characters in the kingdom not only 
loaded him with applause, but actually courted hisi 
confidence and friendship. 

Ever strongly inclined to the Church, from the na- 
tural bias of a mind formed for contemplation, our 
Auihcr went into orders, and soon after we find him 
in po^se-sionof the Rectory of Wellwyn in Hertford- 
shire, worth about 500!. per annum, and in the ho- 
nourable list of King's Chaplains. 



LIFE OF DR. YOUNO. Vil* 

Though still caressed by the great, and apparently 
In the full blaze cf court avour, it was j-ct the fortune 
of Dr. Young to obtain no higher clerical distinction. 
It must.be allowed, indeed, that during that reign 
the arts of poetry, or of real eloquence, were but little- 
promoted or encouraged from the throne: and in> 
deed our Author could expect no great honours or 
emoluments from a master who hated poetry, and- 
stigmatized all poet« \vlth th^ odious appellation of 
buJboM. Nevertheless, this disappointment he would 
not probably have experienced, had the Prince of 
Wales, by whom he was honoured with particular 
marks of regard, survived a little longer, or ^t least 
had he not been at such open variance with his royal 
father, and so av jwed an enemy to all the then fa- 
vourite measures of the court. With the demise of his 
Royal H ighness, all the Doctor's hopes of advancement 
in the church vanished, and even the desire of opulence 
seemed to forsake him; for in his Nigh'-Thoughts, 
mentioning himself, he observes that there was 

. ..... one in Britain barn« with cmrticr: bred. 

Who thought even wealth mighc com'.- a oay too late* 

Notwithstanding, upon the death of Dr. Hales, he 
was taken into the senice of the Princess Dowager of 
Walec<, and succeeded as her Privy Chaplain. 

At an advanced period of life he m?,rried the I/aJy 
Elizabeth Lee, daughter cf the late Earl of Litch^ 
field, and the widowed mother of two amiable chil* 
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. Melpomene; and though Busiris, his first 
<n the line of tragedy, afforded but little plea- 
1 the representation, and is indeed frequently 
red with the false sublime, yet, coolly examintd 
closet, a reader of taste will discover in it a 
sr of admirable lines of elevated sentiments. 
next, and confessedly the best of his traglck 
sitions, (since it still continues a stock play at 
satres) was the Revenue. For the idea of this 
which appears from the Annals of the Drama 
e been acted in the siime year with Busfris, our 
Is evidently indebted partly to the Othello of 
pere, and partly to the Abdalazar of Mrs. 
, on both which pieces he has indeed made many 
improvements. But the writer of Dr. Young's 
irefixed to the fifth volume of his works, 
n, edit. 1773, probably goes too great a length 
he tays, •* We may assign this piece, with 
it justice, a place in the first rank of our dra- 
ick writings; and were we to point out to 
igners a tragedy as a proof of English genius, 
r two or three others, perhaps this might be 
idered as a proper specimen." 
last, and according to the general voice, hi 5 
irUxt tragedy, was The Brother?, a ^U\ \n\v,- 
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iweiTu^tkiTi to hit liamesii^k hipfilK ^^H 
, Immediuel)' folloHcd by the deuh . ^H 
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icfi upan Hit plan (if a Fnndi pinxt or giea* ncritl 
andihoiigh it bioughl bti! liltte addilkm l« Ul fime 
it a Foal, diil yet idtcci much additional Inslrc en 
hi< chamctcT u a Man, Ihc enitiluiDenls adsriig bom 
iiso^ibiiion hiding been generously allalied tj dn 
Aulhar to Ihe |>uipc»c9 of publick (barlly. 

Banni; fnllowed Dr. Young tiDough hU Jhim* 
lirlt rireer, iel ue luiw toiisiiler hira » the moral aiMl 
plaintive; tbe pknu but glaamTi Audior of Tbt 
Nighi-Tlioughi91 3 woik compoied inatiylf so itrfct- 
ly peculiar to himself, that of ibe matiy ellbrti wbicb 
have been made to imilale it, none liave proved it 
any degree lucressfal. Than Uie Nigbi-TbouchitMK 
vcr was an}' poem received wilh applaud more ftoe- 
ml OT unbounded. " The unhappy bard, wboNgikf 
" in melting numbers Howa, and melanthDly joflilf' 
" fuM around," hai been lunj by the profane at will 
af the pious. These, as already ohterved, were viit* 
ten under the recent, tbf overwbelmine prcuure of 
jHWrow Car Ihe death of hia wife, and uf hixLuigtaltf 
and u)n in law; the former of whom, ibough distia- 
gulihed by 00 name, he often palhelically allude* IOf 
while the two latter be beautifully cbaracledfctHttda 
the poetical appellaliont of Narcitsa and PhilandH, 

This sublime perforinance is addtaied to LoieaMt 

Itfi inltdel man of pleasure and diMipaiian ; in a ward, 

EELIBwe mas of the world. By I«reiuo, if general 

^Bl^l uyi truS) wc arc to vmdcrstuut bu own am, ■ 



LirS or DM. TOUKG, XI 

away 1^ the passions too often fatal to 
well known to have long laboured under tlie 
niabmentofa father's just displeasure. What- 
e may be in this, (and indeed it is of little mo- 
llie publick) every page of the poem abounds 
: noblest flights of £incy — flights which, es- 
in his description of Death, in the act uf iiot- 
rn, from his secret stand, the exercises of d. 
lalian society; in his epitaph on the departed 
in the issuing of Satan from his dungeon on 
of judgment, and a few others, might tempt 
of warm imagination to suppose the poet un- 
mmediate inspiration of the Divinity. 
rmly a friend to virtue, and an indefatigable 
of the dignity of human nature against all the 
lot of the rude multitude only, but of niuny 
posed, tlio' mistaken and discontented mom- 
1754, under the patronage of Queen Carolirie^ 
hor published his Estimate of Human lAt'v ; a 
; tract, which, while it exhibits a striking pi:- 
tlie writer's pious bene\'Glence and cli.iiiiy, 
him to have been alike qualified to shine in 
id ver?e— Of this piece, according to his own 
of it, the grand scope is to remove a pn*\.!- 
:.i^n, highly reflective on Prv^vidcme, " 'lliut 
vorld i-^, in its own nature, (in other wcrd^. l:> 
i appointment) a world of misery ; and that 
in It is to be wretched unavoidably.'* 



1 




n Ihe Ciniaur nui Fabulous, snolhei of his pro't 
ir Author combait, Hfilli arguminis ihe moit 
clottied in langiuge the most powerful, 
tt only ih« prevailing vices of his own limes, but 
» which, in Ihe nature of things, alwayiiril 
till Seniualiiy shall have lost hti sway, ind 
le and Keaioii shall have established their empire 
in Ihe human breast. 

V^hen lurned of eiglily, our Author published (In 
the. form ofa letter aildressed lo hislricnd, (Ihecete- 
braiededilofofSirClicrlcsGtaiidiaon} his ConjeciuiM 
on Original Composition ; a pcrt'ormance uhich (ii U 
more than conjeclun to add) will foi ever remain ■ 
singular monmneni, ihaieveoat thai age of geneia) 
imbfcillily and dotage, tlie intellectual powers of Dr. 
Young bad apparently lost nolhiDg of their tvonwd 
vigour. — " When fte consider it as the work ot ■■ 
" man turned of eighty, (sayblhe writer of Young*! 
"life, Biograrhical Dictionary, vol. l!lh) We b|c 
" not 10 be surprised so much that it has faulis, tt 
" how it should come lu have beauties, It is indeed 
" strange that the load of founcore yeara was not 
o keep down that v igorous fancy, which her* 
5? bursts Ihe bounds ufjudgnieni, and breaks ihe sla- 
" vlsh ihjckles of age and experience. " 

s>I ilie publication uf this piece proved ro 
norc than as the ^udden blue of a taper rea- 
r dy to eir'd: in its eeckelj and happy bad it been for 



tiFE Of DR. YOtJKC. XiU 

the poetical fame of its Author, had his subsequent 
and final production, entitled Resignation, been con- 
demned to the flames. Injustice to that fame, how- 
ever, it is proper to observe that this poem would never 
have appeared, but for the indiscreet conduct of a tew 
mistaken friends, who^ having read it with pleasure 
in manuscriptj thought no injurj* could accrue to the 
Author, by clandestinely publishing sundry imperfect 
extracts from it in the papers. 

But this failure in old age could no way diminish 
the fame he had been earning by a life of more than 
sixty years of excellence. As a Poet, he was still con- 
sidered as the only palladium of ancienf geniis we 
had left; and, as a Christian, one of the finest exam- 
ples of primeval piety. Of a turn of mind naturally 
grave, tho* untinctured with moroseness, our Au'.hor, 
•when at home, in the country, commonly passed a 
considerable portion of the day in v/alking amo.n^ the 
tombs in his own church-yard. In his conversation, 
his writings, and even in his horticular improvements, 
there was generally some reference, more or le.s la- 
tent, to the future life of man*' Of the latter circuni- 

*The altar-piece in the church of Well wyn is tlie 
mor.t carious in this or any other kin^dwrn, being a- 
doniccl wiih an clcganr piece of nci'dlc uork \viou<jht 
by t!ie I>octcr'f. v.ite. I.i the middle is inscribucl, in 
capital letters, the following sentence: I um the brr.id 
ojUjc. On the north side of the chancel is the i»;l low- 
ing inscrij.tion, supnoik^d to be phiced there by iho or- 
der ..ID r. Youn;T. Vir(''uMns\ *Mii(rea-e in stuiire 
'• ynd in Wisdc.n " And on tlie ;ouih side, Futns^. e ; 
and in favour " with God utid ii)an." 

l\h'i:nf I, \^ 
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LIFE OF Dr. YOUNG. XV 

of pupi^ajre; for he considered that at a rerlain t.ii.o 
of life the second childhocd of ajc demand..-.! ii: v.j:.t- 
ed protection. His son, whose juvenile C:,! lis uc.e 
Ions obnoxious ^^ v^r^'ntal severity, v/.i; :jt !.i/. 'or- 
j-'ivt-n, and, a few Je^cie* ex(eptcd, iua-.i'!* '.', by 
will, 10 the whole of his fathei's fortune. '1 !..^ » ix*dt 
!::!:! good man, (having previously ordered i!! hi p\- 
^trs to Ije burned) after having performed nW that 
man could do to fill his post u ith dignity, R*«;ro';e(! by 
ul!, full of years, and loaded With honours, breathed 
his list on the 5th of Apiil, 1765. 

Those who know hew much cur Author c.-mori^cd 
In a small com puss, and \^ ho recti Met t that he nL'\er 
employed his pen but on subjects of irporr:!!! ••, \'it'i 
such the irreparable loss of his n1a^Ll^(:li|!ts ni!l be 
evtr regretted ; mere especially wh-n it i- rf». •A.Vri.J 
th.it he was the purticular friend of Aic^ib"!-. w h :i', he 
occaaionally Assisted in the Spectator, ?.::<'., 1 ''' i;*':;;-; 
the Lit« Dr. Pierce, Bishop of Rcche-ttr, \' : • :!>-- 1 • "v 
*urviv;n*.' gfMiius cf that ircompardb!L-.':r.;iir <.*,' uti -..■ 
V. ■ij rend«r«-l the reirn of Qyetn Ani:t i;Il-'.'..> ..* .:i 
'1!..- ^.r.n.ila of iiieiaiaie. 
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VERSES TO THE AUTHOR. 



y let the Atheist Iremble, thou alone 
fUiut bid his coiutious hrarl the Codtiead own, 
iVhom eball Ihou not reftirm / O thou hasi seen 
w Coddestends tajudg'tlie Boul»ormen. 
M heard'si the Mnteiite hoiv ilie guilty moumj 
iv'n oul fiom Ood, ind never 'o reiuro. 
fel m("re, behold ieii lliousand ihundare (all. 
And tuddon VFi4:eiinei; wrap the flamiiiK bull. 
Wiien Nature sunk, when eVty boll wa; hurl'J, 
Ttiou ^aw'ilihebDundle^s rmnsofilie world. ^ 
When guilty Sodom Telt the burning rain, t^B| 
And suljjhur lell on the devoted plain, ^^H 

The Palnarcli Ihus the Heiy lemiieBl past, ^H 
ijoul horror view'd the dcKrl wns'e ; ^^| 
iile>ismol>C9lJIlwav'(l its curls around, i 
;r rising from IheglowitiBgrouiiil. 
t£ut wll me, ohl what heav'niy pleasuw, tell, 

w wasl Ihou pleas'd the wondrous theme to trj, 

^ud find tlie though! of man could rite w high ? I 

^eud lhi3WDi)d the labuur to puisne, , 

all elemll; to view ? ^^^ 

f But Ihou art best delighted to laheane ^^| 

't holy dictates in e.\alied i-«rie. ^^| 



IKfiMtS to THE AUTHOR. I? 

thou hast ^Xf*t the hardenM hewt to warm, 2 i 
To grie\'e, \o raise, to terrify^ to chtrtn ; 
To fix th« Mul 0)1 God ; to teach th« mind 
1*0 know tht dfgtiity of humankind ; 
By stricter rul«i Wfell-gt)vem*d life to scan, 
^nd pricti1»6 o'er Ihe angel in the man. 30 

Magd. Col. T. WARTON. 

OXOn. 

TO A LADY, WITH THE LAST DAY. 

MADAM, 

BiEnE sacred truths in lofty numbers told. 
The prospect of a future state unfold ; 
The realms of night to mortal view display. 
And the glad regions ciTeternal day. 
This daring author scorns, by vulgar ways 5 

Of guilty wit, to merit worthless praise, 
rull of her glorious theme, hisfow'ring Muse, 
With gen'rous zeal, a ncbier fame pursuesi 
Religion's caut^e her ravish'd heart inspires. 
And with a tlrousand bright ideas fires; 10 

IraiHportsher quick, impatient, pieicing eye, 
DVrihe strait limits of mortality 
Fo boundless orbs, and bids her fearless soar, 
^VIu reoiily Milton gain'd renown before ; 
Where various scenes alternately excite 15 

^^:azcnK•nt, pity, terrcur, and delight. 

Biij 
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.VERSES TO THE AUTHOR. tp 

Of time's grand period, heav'n and earth o'erthrown ; 
And gasping Nature's last trennendous groan. 46 

These, when the stars and sun shall be no more. 
Shall beauty to yOur ravish'd form re&tore : 
Then shall you shine with an immortal ray, 
Jmprov'd by death, and brighten'd by decay, 50 

Pemb. Col, T, TRISTRAM. 

Oxon, 

TO THE AUTHOR, 

On bis Latt Day, and Umvenal Ptunnip 

AsD must it be as thou hast sung, 

Celestial Bard, seraphick Young! 

Will there no trace, no point be found 

Of all this spacious glorious round ? 

Yon* lamps of light must they decay ? 5 

On Nature's self Destruction prey? 

Then fame, the most immortal thing 

EVn thou canst hope, is on the wing. 

Shall Newton's system be adniir'd 

When time and motion are expir'd ? 10 

Shall souls be curious to explore 

Who ruPd an orb that is no more ? 

Or shall they quole the pictur'd age. 

From Pope's and thy corrective page. 

When vice and virtue lose their name is 

lii deathless joy or endless shame ? 



2*y VEH5E8 T<J THfc AVtRtMl, 

Wftil^ Wears away ihc grand tnachlnt^ 
The works of p^enius shAll be seen : 
Beyond, what laurels can there be 
For Homer, Horace, Popt, or thee? 
Thro' life we chase, with fi)nd pursuit* 
What mocks our hope, like Sotiom's fruit ; 
And, siire^ thy plan was well design'd 
To cure this madness of the mind; 
First beyond time our thoughts to raise, : 

Then lash our love of traiwient praise $ 
In both we own thy doctrine just. 
And fame's a b):eAtb> And m%n M% dust. : 

1736. J. BANC'K! 



THE COMPLAINT. 



PREFACE. 

As the occasion of this Poem was real, not^ctitious, sotheme^ 
tbod pursued jn it was rather imposed, by what spontanea 
ously arose in the Author's mind on that occasion, than me- 
dilated or designed; which will appear very probable fron^ 
the nature i^f it; for it differs from the common mode ofpoc' 
try, which is, from long narrations to draw short morals: 
btre, on the contrary, the narrative is short, and the mora- 
lity arising from it makes the bulk of the Poem, The rea- 
son of it is, that the facts mentioned did naturally pour these 
moral reflections on the thought of the writer. 



NIGHT I, 

ON LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. 

Humbly inscribed to the 

RIGHT HON. ARTHUR ONSLOW, ESQ* 

Speaker of the House of Commons. 

Tin*D Nature's sweet restorer, balmy Sleep I 

He, like the world, his ready visit pays 

Where fortune smiles; the wreiched he forsakes: 

Swift on his downy pinion flies from wo. 

And lights on lids unsully'd with a t^ar. 5 



22 THE rOMPI.AINT. 

From short (as visual) and disturb*d repose 
I w.ike : how happy iiey who wake no more ! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infest the grave. 
I wake, emcrghig from a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wreck'd desponding t 
From wave to wave of fancy 'd misery 
At random drove, her helm of reason lost. 
The' now restor'd, 'tis only change of pain, 
(A bitter change !) severer for severe : 
The diiy too short for my distress; and night, 
£v'n in the zenith of her dark domain, 

, .„ Is sunshine to the colour of mv fate. 

' I ^*ight, sable goddess ! from her ebon thi^ne. 

In rayless majesty, now stretches forth 

y M Her leaden sceptre o'er a slumb*ring world. 

n jl Silence how dead ! and darkness how profound! 

Nor eye nor list'ning ear an object finds; 
Creation sUeps. *Tis as the gen'ral pulse 
Of life stood still, and nature made a pause; 
An awful pause ! prophet ick of her end. 
And let her prophecy be soon fulfil I'd : 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lose no more. 

Silence and darktiesd! solemn sisters ! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurse the tender tlio 
To rctHO'i, and on reason build resolir, 
(That ((,!.. mil of true majesty in man) 
A v.i.-t in?: I will thr*iik you in the grave ; 
'J'lu' 2ra\ c your kingdom : there this frame sh; 
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A Victim sacred to your dreary shrine. 

But what are ye? 35 

Tiiou, who didst put to flight 
Primeval Silence, when the morning Stan, 
Exulting, shouted o'er the rising ball : 

Thou ! whose word from solid darkness struck 
That spark, the sun, strike wisdom from my soul ; 40 
My soul, which flies to thee, her trust, her treasuoe. 
As misers to their gold, while others rest. 

Thro' this opaque of nature and of soul, 
I'his double night transmit one pitying ray. 
To lighten and to cheer. O lead my mind, 45 

( A mind that fain would wander from its wo) 
Lead it thro' various scenes of lite and death. 
And from each scene the noblest truths inspire. 
Nor less inspire my conduct than my song; 
Teach my best reason reason ; my best will 50 

TtMih rectitude; and fix my firm reiolve 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
\or let the phial of thy vengeance, pcur'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 

The bell strikes one. We take no note of time 55 
lUit tr JI1 its loss: to give it then a tongue 
I.s v.ii«c in man. As if an angel spcl.c 

1 fiel the solemn sound. If heard aright. 
It i > t.hc kncll of my departed iiours. 

Where arc they ;• Wiih the years beyond tlie flood. Co 
It ib the signal that demands dispatch: 
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llo'.v iTiiTcli i'i to be done ? My hopes and fears 
Start up :'!:'rin'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down — on what ? A fathomless abyss. 
A dread eternity! hour surely mine! 
Andean eternity belong to me, 
Poor pensioner on the bounties of an hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abject, how august, 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man ! 
How passing wonder he who made him such! 
Who center'd in our make such strange extreme 
From difF'rent natures marvellously mix'd. 
Connexion exquisite of distant worlds ! 
Di.^tinguish'd link in being's endless chain ! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity 1 
A beam ethereal, sully'd and absorpt ! 
Tho' sully'd and dishonoured, still divine! 
Dim miniature of greatness absolute! 
An heir of glory I a frail child of dust ! 
Helpless immortal ! insect infinite 1 
A worm ! a god I I tremble at myself, 
And in myself am lost. At home a stranger. 
Thought wanders up and down, surpris'd, aghart 
And wo:id'ring at her own. How reason reels ? 
(; what a miracle to man is man! 
Triump'iantly dislress'd! whiit joy ! what dread! 
Alie.iiatoly transported and alr.rm'd! 
What ca:i preserve my life ! or what destroy ! 
An .'Migii's aim cann't snatch me from the grave 
J.e^!'>ns of aM<,eii cann't confine me there. 
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St conjecture ; all things rise in proof. 
er my limbs Sleep's soft dominion spread, 
>' my soul faiitastick measures trod 
' fields, or moura'd along the gloom 
ss woods or down the craggy steep 95 

adlong, swam with pain the mantled pool, 
the cliff, or danc'd on hollow winds 
ick shapes, wild natives of the brain ! 
less flight, tho* devious, speaks her nature 
r essence than the trodden clod ; 100 

erial, tow'ring unconfin'd, 
d with her gross companion's fall, 
lit night proclaims my soul immortal; 
nt ni^ht proclaims eternal day. 
an weal Heav'n husbands all events : 105 
p instructs, nor sport vain drccims in vain. 
hen their loss deplore that are not lost ? 
nders wretched Thought their tombo around 
distress ? Are angels there ? 
. rak'd up in dust, et!ier.';il sire ? no 

ivi* ! tliey greatly live a life on earth 
(I, uhconceiv'd, and from an eye 
rn«\-s let heav'nly pity fall 
ijore justly number'd with ihe dead. 
tie dissert, this the solitude : 115 

ulous, how vital is the grave I 
're.itio 's miKinchuiy vault, 
funereal, the sad cypress gloom ; 
/. C 
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To push ^ttffiity fipoiii human thouglltj 

And smother souls immortal in the dust ? 

A soul immortal, spending all her fires, 

'Wasting her strength in «tretiuous idlenefe, 150 

Thrown into tumillt^ itiptUl-'d or alarm'd. 

At aught this Sbene can threateh or indulge^ 

Resembles ocean into tempest wrought. 

To waft a feather, or to dtowti a flj. 

Where £idls this censure ? It o'erwhelms myself. 155 
How was my heart incrusted by the world 1 
O how self fttter*d was my grov'ling soul ! 
Hbw, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In silken thought, which reptile Fancy sputi. 
Till darken'd reason lay quite clouded o*er, 160 

With soft conceit of endles^ comfort here, 
Nor yet put forth her Wings to reach the skies ! 

Night-visions may befViend (as sung ahoVe :) 
Our waking dreams are fatal. HoiV I dream'd 
Of things impossible I (could sleep d6 more ?) 165 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change ! 
Of stable pleasures on the tos-^ing wave I 
Eternal sunshine in the storms of life! 
How richly were my noontide trances hutig 
With gorgeous tapei^tries of pictur'd joysl 170 

Joy behind jov, in cndlessiperiipectivel 
Till at Death's ti>Il, whose restless iron tdAg\i« 
Calls daily tor his millions at a meal, 
Starting J Woke, and found myself uAdoAft. 
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Where now my frenzy's pompous furniture ? 

The tobwebb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 

Of mould'ring mud, is royalty to me ! 

The spider's most attenuated thread 

Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 

On earthly bliss ; it breaks at ev'ry breeze. 

O ye blest scenes of permanent delight I 
Full above measure ! lasting beyond bound I 
A perpetuity of bliss is bliss. 
Could you^ so rich in rapture fear an end. 
That ghastly thought would drink up all your joy 
And quite unparadise the realms of light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above these rolling spheres. 
The balefu) influence of whose giddy dance 
Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolutions ev'ry hour. 
And rarely for the better; or the best 
More mortal than the common births of Fate, 
f ach mpment has its sickle, emulous 
Of Time's enormous sithe, whose ample sweep 
Strikes empires from the root : each moment play 
His little weapon in the narrower sphere 
Of sweet domestick comfort, and cuts down 
The fairest l^loom of sublunary bliss. 

Bliss! sublunary bliss! — proud words, and vain 
Implicit treason to divine decree ! 
A bold invasion of the rights of Heav'n! 
I clasp'd the phantoms, and I found them air« 
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O had I weigh'd it *re rhf foftd ^Wbrtcfe, 
What darts bf igtJtiy hdd miss'd ftiV hieart ! 

Death I great {)tt)^rii^tt)r Of all ! 'tis thii^e 20$ 

To tread out ^Mpll^^ AtiA to qttench the stats. 

The ^utt hfmsislf by thy permfssloh shines-. 

And, one day, thoU shalt pluck him fh>M his sphere : 

Aiiiid such n)ighty plundet*, why exh^Ust 

Thy partial ()ilifv«r tm a miark sio ttiedh ? 210 

"VVhy thy pectiilar rancour wfeAk*d on hi*? 

Insatiate Atrhifcr! ct)uld not one suffice ? 

Thy shaft flfcW thritc«, and thrice my peacis wis sl^iti ; 

And thtice, ert thricfe yon* mcJbn had fill'd her horn. 

O Cynthia ! why so pale ? Dost thou lament 2 i 5 

Thy wretcHfed neighbour? Grieve to sete thy wheel 

Of ceaseless change outwhirl'd iti human life ? 

How wanes my bftrrowM bliss ! frbm Fortune's smife, 

Precariods ct)ttfte8y ! not virtue's surd, 

Self-given, solafy ray of sound delight. 220 

In 6v*ry vary'd posture, place, and hour. 
How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy ! 
Thought, busy thought ! too bUsy for nly peace ! 
Thro' the dark pofitem of time long eldps'd. 
Led softly, by the stillness of the night, 225 

Led, like a rtuHercr, (and such it proves !) 
Btfays (wretthed rover!) o'er the pleasing past ; 
In quest of w(etchedhesb perversely strays. 
And finds all desert now ; and meets the ghosts 
Of my departed joys, a cum'rous train ! 230 

C iij 
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I rue the riches of my former fate; 
Sweet comfort's blasted clusters I lament j 
I tremble a the blessings once so dear. 
And cv'ry pleasure pains me to the heart. 

Yet why complain? or why complain for one 
Hangs out the sun his lustre but f jr me. 
The single man ? Are angels all beside ? 
I mourn for millions; 'tis the common lot : 
In this shape or in that has Fate entail'd 
The mother's throes on ail of woman born. 
Not more the children than sure heirs of pain. 
War, famine, pest, volcano, storm, and fire. 
Intestine broils. Oppression, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brass, besiege mankind. 
God's image, disinherited of day. 
Here plung'd in mines, forgets a sun was made : 
There beings, deathless as their haughty lord. 
Are hammer'd to the galling oar of life. 
And plough the winter's wave, and reap despaii 
Some for hard masters, broken under arms. 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs. 
Beg bitter bread thro' realms iheir valour sav'd; 
If so the tvrant or his minion doom. 
Want, and incurable disease, (fell pair!) 
On hopeless multitudes remorseless seize 
At once, and make a refuge of the grave, 
liow groaning hospitals eject their dead ! 
Whdt numbers groan for sad admission therel 
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mbers, once in Fortune's lap high-fed, 

e cold hand of Charity ? 2C0 

lis more, solicit it in vain ! 

I sons of Pleasure! since in plains 

more modish visits, visit here, 

the from your debauch ; give, and reduce 

lominion o'er you. But so great 265 

mdence, you blush at what is right. 

! did sorrow seize on such alone. 

?nce can defend, or virtue save. 

ivades the chastest temperance, 

shment the guiltless; and alarm, 270 

ckest shades, pursues the fond of peace. 

ution often into danger turns, 

guard falling, crushes him to death. 

piness itself makes good her name. 

wishes give us not our wish. 275 

ant oft' the thing we doat on roost 

t for which we doat, felicity ? 

)thcst course of Nature has its pains, 

»t friends, thro* errour, wound our rest. 

misfortune what calamities ! :So 

t hostilities without a fee ! 

oes wanting to the best on earth. 

?ss is the list of human ills, 

s might sooner fail th^.n CAW^e to «irh. 

how small of the terraoueous glob-j ^'"^ 

ed by Riaii ? The rest a waste. 
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.3, deserts, frozen seas, and burning sands ! 
d haunts of monster'^, roicons, stings, andd< 
h is earth's melancholy m;.j) ! but, far 
re sad! this earth is a true map of man: 
bounded arc its haughty lord's delights 
> wo's wide empire, where deep troubles tOM, 
oud so:r:\vs howl, enveqom'd passions bitfe, 
.av'nous calamities our vitals seize, 
ind threat'ning Fate wide opens to devour. 
What then am I, who sorrow lor myself? 
In age, in infancy, from other's aid 
Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind : 
That Nature's first, last, lesson lo mankind. 
The selfish heart deserves the pr.iii it feels. 
More gen'rous sorrow, while it tinks exalts. 
And conscious virtue miti«fdt**s the pang. 
No virtue nu/re th^n prudtnie bids me give 
Swuln thought a second channel : who divide, 
They weaken, too, the t'.Mre'it of iheir f?:ricf. 
Take, then, O world ! thy mui:h indebted ttar. 
How sad a sight is human huppir.e>3 
To thooe whose thought can pienc beyond an 

thou! whate'er thou art, who^e heart exuif 
XV'ouIdbt thou I should icnprHtuhite thy fate 

1 know iliou wouldst ; t'».y pride dtrmands it 
i.tt thy YAuU pardon \v!i«it thy »»Hturv needs 
The sakilary ct-nsure of a friei>fu 

Tl.ou happy wretch ! by biindr.css thou arf 
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By dotage dandled to perpetual smiles. - 315 

Know, Smiler ! at thy peril art thou pleas*d; 
Thy pleasure is the promise of thy pain. 
Misfortune^ like a creditor severe. 
But rises in demand for her delay ; 
She makes a scourge of past prosperity, 320 

To sting thee more, and double tliy distress. 
Lorenzo ! Fortune makes her court to thee : 
Thy fond heart dances while the Syren sings. 
Dear is thy wel&re ; think me not unkind; 
I would not damp, but to secure thy joys. 32 ; 

Think not that fear is sacred to the storm. 
3tand on thy guard against the smiles of Fate. 
Is Heav*n tremendous in its frowns ? most sure ; 
And in its favours formidable too : 
Its £ivours here are trials^ not rewards ; 330 

A call to duty, not discharge from care. 
And should alarm us full as much as woes. 
Awake us to their cause and consequence. 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our desert ; 
Awe Nature's tumult, and ch^tise her joys, ^35 

Lest while we clasp we kill them ; nay, invert 
To worse than simple misery their charms. 
Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, 
Like bosom friendships to resentment sour'd. 
With rage envenom'd rise against our peace. 34q 

Beware what earth calls happiness ; beware 
AH joys but joys that never can expire, 
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tfao* tot ye4r« adnpiui^'^ hoiU( ? ' 
ills ib$ lastej^insmc beware; 
vwuo. ! ar ftU»w apiitfefi d«»tfa^ 
ful that ileli^nm swpriif { 
da^ I 'tis BQidn^ ta dafef : ^ 

le fttal pjncedeqt will plead ; 
II wiatoa if push'd put of life, 
tlon is iht thief of time; 
^car it steals, till all an M» 
oaercies of a monent leaves 395 

ncenis of an eternal scene, 
equenty would not this be strange ? 
frequent, this is stranger still. 
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NIGHT THE FIRST* 37 

Strikes thft>' their wounded hearts the sudden dread : 
Bat their hearts wounded, like the wounded air^ 
Soon close ; where past the shaft no trace is found. 
As from the wing no scar the sky retains^ 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel^ 430 

So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 
£v'n with the tender tear which Nature sheds 
O'er those we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander? that were strange 1 

my full heart !~-But should I give it vent, 435 
The longest night, tho' longer far, would fail. 

And the laric listen to my midnight song. 

The sprightly lark's shrill matin wakes the morn. 

Griefs sharpest thorn hard pressing on my breast, 

1 strive, with wakeful melody, to cheer 440 
The sullen gloom, sweet Philomel ! like thee. 

And call the stars to listen : ev'ry star 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 
Yet be not vain; there are who thine excel. 
And charm thro* distant ages. Wrapt in bliade, 445 
Pris'ner of darkness! to the silent hours 
How often I repeat their rage divine. 
To lull my griefs, and steal my heart from wo ! 
I roll their raptures, but net catch their fire. 
Darlw, Iho* not blind, like thee, Mji'onJdes ! 450 

Or, .Milton ! thee. Ah, could I re;:cli your strain! 
Or his who made Ma*onides our own. 
Man, too, he su.'.g: imniorial nun i bing: 
I'dlume y. n 
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Oft* biir.^ts my song beyond the bounds of life : 
What now but immortality can please ? 
O had he press'dhi5 theme, pursu'd the track 
Which opens out of darkness into day I 
O had he mounted on his wing of fire, 
Soar'd where I sink, and sung immortal man, 
|Iow bad it blest mankind and rescu'd me 1 



^nd cf Nigbl First. 
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NIGHT II. 
ON TIMB, DEATH, FRIENDSHIP. 

Humbly inscribed to the 

iil'GtT tiQU, THE EARL OF WitMliJCTOJ?. 

♦' When tne cock crew he wept," — smote by that 
Which looKs on me, on all ; that pow'r who bids feye 
^his midnight sentinel, with cUrion shrill. 
Emblem of that which shall awake the dead. 
House soiils from slumber into thoughts of Heav'h. 5 
Shall I too weep ? Where then is fortitude? 
And fdrtitude abandon'd, where is man? 
t know the tetms on which he sees the light : 
He that is born is listed : life is war; 
Eternal war with wo : who bears it best 16 

Deserves it least — Oh other themes Til dwell, 
XrOrenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on thee 
And thine; on themes may profit; profit there 
Where most thy need. Themes, too, the genuine growth 
Of dear Philander's dust. He thus, tho' dead, 1 5 

May still befriend — Wliat themes? Time's wondrous 
Death, friendship, and I^hilander*s final scene, [price, 

Dij 



isth: 



touch )Iic5e themes as might obtain 
ir Irave Ihy heart quite discngag'd. 
d n-puld dtlight me; half im pre si'd 
bud an iris, ard frotn grief 
Dust thou mourn Phiiander's fate I 
say'slit: says th J life the same f 
they desire. 



al thirst, ihM 
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us avarice!) thought ofdeath inspires, 
iir'd robberies endear our gold ? 
than gold more sacredj more a load 
•.id to faola, and fools reputed wise, 
iiomeni granted man without account 7 j 
ii years are squander'd, wisdom's debt unpaid f 
llh in day:< alt due to that dUcliarge. 
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For Esculapian^ but for moral aid. 
Thou think'st it folly to be wise too soon. 
Youth is not rich in time; it may be poor; 
Part with it as with money^ sparii^ ; pay 
No moment^ but in purchase d/its worth ; 
And what its worth ask deathbeds ; they can tell. 
Part with it as with life, reluctant ; big 
With holy hope of nobler time to come; 
Time higher aim'd, still nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels, virtue more divine. 

Is thitourdiity, wisdom, glory, gain? 
(These HeaT'n benign in vital union binds) 
And sport we like the natives of the bought 
"When vernal suns inspire? Amusement reigns 
Man's great demand : to trifle is to live : 
•And is it then a trifle, too^ to die ? 

Thou say'st I preach, Lorenzo ! *tis cohfesf. ^ 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake? 
Who wants amusement in the flame of battle? 
Is it not treason to the soul immortal, 
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize? 
Will toys amuse when med'cines cannot cure ? 
Whcrkspirits ebb, when lir«*s enchanting scenes 
Their lustre lose, and lesstn in our sight. 
As lands, and cities w i»h their glitt'ring spires. 
To the poor shattei'd bark, by sudden storm 
Thrown cfF to sea, and soon to perisli there ; 
Will toys amuac? No; thrones will then be toys, 
And earth and bkies seem dust upon the sirile. 

D iij 
I 
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Iio.'oiin wo time?— Its loss we dearly buy, 75 

Wfiat pleads Loro.izo for his high-priz'd sports? 
He pleads time's numVous blanks; he loudly pleads 
'J'he siiuw-likc triHes on life's common stream. 
Fruni whcm tho^e blanks and trifles but from thee? 
No blank, no trifle. Nature made, or meant. fe 

Virtue, or purpos'd virtue, still be thine; 
This cancels thy complaint at once; this leaves 
In act no trifle, and no blank in time. 
This greatcns, flll.<, immortalizes all; 
Thir> the bl'^st art of turning all to gold ; $$ 

This the good heart's prerogative to raise 
A royal tribute from the poorest hours ; 
Immense revenue I every moment pays. 
If nothing moie than purpose in thy pow'r. 
Thy purpose lirm is equal to the deed. $• 

Who does the best his circumstance allows 
Docs well, acts nobly ; angels could no more. 
Our outward act, indeed, admits restraint : 
'I'i*^ not in things o'er thought to domineer, 94 

Cuard well thy thought: our thoughts are heard in 

On all-impi,rtant time, thro* every age, [heav'iii 
Tho* much, and warm, tl»e wise have urg'd, the man 
Js yet unborn who duly weighs an hour. 
'* I've lost a day,"— the prince who nobly cry'd, 
iUiil bvcn an ciiiptTour without his crown. loo 

^i rvoiiic.-' sj}, ratlicr, lord of human race: 
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He spoke as if deputed by mankind. 

So should all speak : so reason speaks in all : 

Frohn the soft whispers of that God in man^ 

Why fly tfi folly, why to frenzy fly, 105 

For rescue from the blessings we possess ? 

Time I the supreme ! — Time is eternity; 

Pregnant with all eternity can give; 

Pregnant with all that makes archangels. smile. 

Who murders Time, he crushes in the birth 1 10 

A pow'r ethereal, only not ador'd. 

Ah ! how unjust to Nature and himself 
Is thoughtless, thankless, inconsistent man ! 
Like children babbling nonsense in their spoits. 
We censure Nature for a span too short; 1 1 5 

That span too short wc tax as tedious too ; 
Torture invention, all expedients tire. 
To lash the ling' ring moments into speed. 
And whirl us (happy riddance!) from ourselves. 
Art, brainless Art ! our furious charioteer, j 20 

(For Nature's voice unstifled would recall) 
Drives headlong tow'rds the precipice of death; 
Death most our dread ; death thus more dreadful made. 
O what a riddle of absurdity ! 

Leisure is pain ; takes off" our chariot-wheels : 125 
How heavily we drag the load of life ! 
Blest leisure is our curse ; like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander, wander earth around. 
To fly that tyrant Thought. As Atlas groan 'd 
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The world beneath, wc groan beneath ah hour: i 
We cry for mercy to the next amusement; 
The next amusement mortg^iges our fields; 
Slight inconvenience! prisons hardly frdn^Dy 
From hateful time if prisons set us free. 
Yet when Death kindly tenders u& relief^ i 

We call him cruel; years to moments shrink^ 
Ages lo years. The telescope is turn'd : 
To man's false opticks (from hi^ folly false) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings^ 
And seems to creep decrepit with his age. r 

13ehold him when past by; what then is seen 
But hia broad pinions swifter than the winds? 
And all mankind, in contradiction strongs 
Rueful, aghast, cry out on his career. 

Leave to thy foes these errours and these ills; i 
To Nature just, their cause and cure explore. 
Kot short Heav'n's bounty, boundless our expence; 
No niggard Nature, men are prodigals 
We waste, not use our time ; we breathe, not live. 
Time wasted is existence, us'd is life ; i 

And bare existence man, to live ordain'd. 
Wrings and oppresses with enormous weight. 
And why ? since time was giv'n for use, not waste, 
i:iijoin'd to fly, with tempest, tiie, and stars. 
To keep his speed, nor fver wait for man. ] 

'I lira's use v. as diom'd a pleasure, waste a pain, 
'1 hat man mi^ht feci his crrour if unseen. 
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And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure; 

Not blundering, split on idleness for ease. i C9 

Life's cares are comforts; such by Heav'n designM; 

He that has none must make them, or be wrctciied. 

Cares are employments, and without employ 

The soul is on a rack, the rack of rest. 

To souls most adverse, action all their joy. 

Here then the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ; 1 6^ 
Then time turns torment, when man tqrns a fool. 
We rave, we wrestle with great Nature's plan ; 
We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed. 
Who thwart his will shall contradict their own. 
Hence, our unnat'ral quarrel with ourselves; 170 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our bosom-broil ; 
We push Tipn^ from us, and we wish him back; 
Lavish of lustrums, and yet fond of life : 
Life we think long and short; death seek and shun : 
Body and soul, like peevish man and wife, 175 

United jar, and yet are loath to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity 1 while here 
How tasteless 1 and how terrible when gone ! 
Gone? they ne'er go ; when past they haunt us still r 
The spirit walks of ev'ry day deceas'd, 1 80 

And smiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
>lor death nor life delight us. If time past 
And time possest both pain us, what can please ? 
That which the Deity to please ordain'd, 
Timeus'd. The man who consecrates his hours 185 



j'raus effiirt and 3(1 honrtt ahvt 
■c he draw? the sting orilfeanEl Jeslli; 
r.He *alk) with Nanire, snd her paih) itt psacei ' 
Our erroui'i cime and ture are seen ; Me UWrt ■) 
Time's tiilute, origin, Imponanre, ^jCMI, 1^ 

And thy great gain From urglnf; his tatter. — f 

All-sen ual man, becnnie unioUch'd, uiitMn, ■! 

He looks on time *9 nolhinj. MoiNtng elte 
Is truly man'si 'lis Forlunt'l — Hrrr'sagod. ■] 
HasiilMune'et'liMrill or Time's oiimipulpnte* (^ 
For, or against, ^hat B-oiider^ can he dof '' 

AndwDI: ttistaiid blank n«u(er he disdalM. '| 

Kol on ihole lerma wat Time (Mearcn's tttaSlgttff 
On hii impDrlBnl embassy lo man. [MQ 

LorenU)! ite: on the lang-drslln'd hour, M 

From everluiiing agw growing ripe. 
Thai mertiDrablehcUT of wondrou? binh. 
When llie Dteod S\k, on cmatiation bent. 
And hi^ with Naiure, rising in hia mlghl, 
CatI'd forth crealion, {for ihcn Time wa* barn} tof 
By Godhead streaming thro' a thousahd worlds] 
Kol on Ihoie terms, Trom thegrtai da;r9 orhHv'A, 
From old Eternity's mysterious orb 
Wat Time cut off, and ctil beneaih theekfei; 
The skies, iHilch n^lch him in hit new abitSt, id 
Mcastaring his motione by refolring gpheim, 
Thai liotoluge machinery divine. 
HtiiiiSjdayB, and months, and years, hit ehlldrtn^t 
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rous wings, around him, as he flies ; 

as unequal plumes, they shape 21 

pinions, swift as darted flame, 

> goal, to reach his ancient rest^ 

new Eternity his sire, 

utabllity to nest, 

Idif tliat count his circles now, unhing'«I, 

oud signal sounding) h.adlong rush 2it 

i night and chaos, whciice they rooc. 

ir the speedy ? Why with levities 

thy sliort short day's too rapid flight? 

ou or what thou dost, or what is done ? 22$ 

rom time, and time from man: too suon, 

rce t]u'> double flight must end ; 

vhereare we? Where, Lorenzo! then, 

, thy pomps? I grant thee in a state 

Jtiou.^; in the ruffled shroud, 230 

1 tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 

his fopperies ? then well may Lile 

]i! jp.u.', aiid in her rainbow :>iiine. 

.irrav 'd! ye Lilies of our land ! 

'lale! who neither toil nor spin, 235 

ilic"> mijiiit) if not so wise 

u, iiii'ie :;u:i:ptuousto the sight I 

: \\[\n /.u:!.iiig can suppo-t, 

luvt iii:.uj|A;r(abie! for whom 

i .-L- iiiLot b'o\v» the sun put on 2 p 



\ 
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1 braalheMilTwfftr,or bediid: 
Lid olbcr worlds tend odoun, MtKt, and ton; > 
lobM, and notiont, ftam'd in foreign looms 
D ye t>oninio« ofouiage! ivho drem 

>l made for fertle mant who call aloud 
y bawhie drivcii'd o'er by sen»; 
Jrralflejandconceiiiofev'ry cast; 
Df crtange of follies and relays of joy, 
'a drag your paiieiit ihro' ihe tedious length 

a sliorl winier't day say, Sagw ! say, T 

ii'sOracleal say, Dreatnersefgaydreamsl ,' 

w will you vtaiha an eictnnl iiighi 1 

IVItete luth exprdiemi fail? t^- 

treach'rouaConsdencet u'hilesheceemg toilecji 

it and myrtle, luil'd wiih Syren wng; '^■ 

! she weroa, nodding e'er bet chsci-'i 'o ^"t 

n headlong Appetite Ihe tlacktn' 



ciitl-d. 






r, from beliiiid I 
; sly informer ininuics tv'ry faiili. 
id diary wiili horruur iill.^. 
M Ihe £mti ict alenc empluy) her pen: 
in reeDiiiioltrej Fancy's Miry band. 
yaicliful foe 1 ihr formidobJ* spy 

o'eitieui Ihe whi9[ier> of our ci 
igpurpoiesoTheart ciptor 
II out cubryoi of iiiiquitjp. 
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As all-rapftcious usurers conceal 270 

Tlieir Doomsday-book from all-consuming heirs» 

?:hus« with indulgeuce, most severe, she treats 

Us spendthrifts of inestimable time> 

Unnoted notes each moment misapply'd ; 

In leaves more durable than leaves of bra^is 275 

Writes our whole histor}', which Death shall read 

In ev*ry paltf delinqi*ent's private ear. 

And judgment publish; publish to more worlds 

Than this, and endless rage in groans resound. 

Lorenzo ! such that sleeper in thy breast; 2 So 

Such is her slumber, and her vengeance such 

For slighted counsel ; such thy future peace : 

And think'st thou still thou canst be wise too soon ? 

But why on time so lavish is my song ? 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a school 28^ 
To teach her sons herself. Each night wc die ; 
Each morn are bom anew : each day a life ! 
And shall we kill each day ? If trilling kills. 
Sure vice must butcher. O what heaps of slain 
Cry out for vengeance on us ! Time destroy'd 290 
Is suicide, where more than blood is spilt. 
'i'iu)e iiies, death urges, knells call, Heav'u invite*, 
Ilell threatens: all exerts; in effort all. 
More than creation, labours! Labours morit ' 
And is there in creation what, amidst 295 

This tumult universal, wing'd d»t>patch. 
And ardent energy » supinely yawt^? 
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t glories beaming from his brow, 
is footsteps by the rising flow'rs ? 
en wings, now ho v 'ring o*er him, shed 
i; now are waving in applause 330 

est son of foresight ! lord uf fate I 
il independent on to-morrow I 
}rk is done; who triumphs in the past ; 
st.-rdays look backwards with a smile, 
the Parthian, wound him as they fly ; 535 
mpn but opprobrious lot ! Past hours, 
^uilt, yet wound us by their flig'it, 
lunds our prospect by the grave, 
; of futurity benumb'd; 
:e passion for eternals quench'd ; 540 

of realities expired; 
d all correspondence with the skies ; 
om chain'd ; quite wingless our desire : 
!ark>prison'd all that ought to soar; 
:he centre; crawling in the dust ; 345 

:ed ev'ry great and glorious aim ; 
ev'ry faculty divine: 
ry'd in the rubbish of '.he world, 
d, tliat gulf of souls, immortal souU, 
.ate, aiigclick, wing'd with fire 553 

the distant skies, and triumph there 
les, which shall not mourii their mp.stcr> 
roni earth, etnereal tiie\ im;iI ft-ll. [cliiiiig'ii; 
eratio:i due, O man, to man ! 
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e more we know it vain^ 
itor'd to despair." 
must be so. 385 

10* gray, is still a child, 
he grasp of fund desire, 
(le happier ciime explore, 
iju can*st i.ot disengage, 
I piy to luture ^(ene<> 390 \' ] 

)reath, blown up from earth, :. j 

dust, we take in air 1 

.t, and fall <igain, 
ease the trodden soil, 

reel f shall be no more; 355 ' : 'i.*-'! 

, their small world o'erthrowu) i " i*W 

out earth's ruins crawl, ! i J- 

J of foul or fair, 
controller of the skies!) 
, perhaps one hour, 400 

ime!) decrees, 
g give a strong alarm? 
that of bosom torn 
3*er the sacred dead f 
•ike Ub us wc pas", . 4^5 
ten wall which struck, 
le proud Assyrian pale, 
-•ith in:c!e:.ce and wine ? 
>, an'l points to thee, 
; lUy b.snciiot up : 4:0 
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*' O Man I thy kingdom i^ departing from thee, 
*' AnH while it lasts is emptier than my shade." 
Its «i!ent Ian;;uage such ; nor need'st thou call 
Thy Mao;i to decipher what it means. 
Know, like the Median, Fate is in thy walls: 41] 
Dost ask how ? whence ? Belshazzar-like, amaz'd. i 
Man's make encloses the sure seeds of death ; 
Life feeds the murderer: ingrate 1 he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his nurse devours, 

But here, Lorenzo, the delusion lies; 42^ 

T!<at solar shadow, as it measures life. 
It life resembles too. Life speeds away 1 

Fr m point to point, tho' seeming to stand still. 
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealtli : 1 

Too subtle is the movement to be seen; 43 

Yet soon man's hour is up, ami we arc gone. 
Warnings point out our danger, gnomons time: 
Asthe.>.c are useless when the sun is set, 
So thof>e, but when more glorious reason shines. 
Treason should judge in ali ; in reason's eye 
That sedentary shadow travels hard : 
But such our gravitation to the wrong, 
Ho prone our hearts to whisper what we wlsh^ 
*Tis later with the wise than he's aware; 
A Wilmington goes slower than the sun; 
And all mankind mistake their time of day ; 
P/V'n age itself. Fresh hopes arc hourly sown 
In furrow'd brows. So gentle life's descent. 
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W« shut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 

We take fair days in winter for the spring, 440 

And turn our blessings into bane. Since oft* 

Man must compute that age he cannot feel> 

He scarce believes he's older for his years : 

Thus at life's latest eve we keep in store 

One disappointment, sure to crown the rest, 445 

The disappointment of a promised hour. 

On this or similar. Philander I thou 
Whose mind was moral as the preacher's tongue. 
And strong to wield all science worth the name. 
How often we talk'd down the summer's sun, 450 
And cooi'd our passions by the breezy stream 1 
How often thaw'd and shorten'd winter's eve 
By conflict kind, that struck out latent truth. 
Best found so sought, to the recluse more coy ! 
Thoughts disentangle passing o'er the lip ; 455 

Clean runs the thread; if not, 'tis thrown away. 
Or kept to tie up nonsense for a song ; 
Song fashionably fruitless, such as stains 
The fancy, and unhallow'd passion fires. 
Chiming her saints to Cytherea's fane. 460 

Know'st thou, Lorenzo ! what a friend contains ? 
As bees mix'd nectar draw from fragrant flow'rs. 
So men from Friendship wisdom and delight; 
Twins ty 'd by Nature, if they part they die. 
Hast thou no friend to set thy mind abroach ? 46^ 
Good sense will stagnate. Thoughts shut up want air. 



AiiA spall, Uk« b^let unopfii'iJ lo ilie <tui). 

Had ihougbt bun all, sweet s|wecli liiid been den] 

Speech- thought's canal 1 speech! though I 'tcrim 

Thnitght in iha mine may come fonhgoldordfoW 
WKfticaiii'd in word, we know its rul worth: 
ir»lerliti^-, atore it for thy future use; 
'Twill buy thee bcneRt, perhaps renown. 
Thought, 100, rfelii'cr'd, is the more posiess'tl; 
Teaehingwe leam, ind giving we retain •_ 

TbebitlhaorinlelleO, whenilumb I'orgut. ^^M 
Speech ventilates our intellectual lire ; ^^H 
speech bum islie) our mental magaiinc; .^^H 
Brighicnsforotn^ntent, and whists fur uM^^H 
Whit numheri, sheaih'd in erudition, lie ^^^ 
riung'dioihe r.ilti in venerable tomes, 
And rusted in. who might havebi^tne an edge, 
And play'd a eprighlly beam, ifburii ii> speech. 
If born blest heirs of half iheirmoiher'iwnauel 
•Tisthou^hi'teTchange, which, likeih'aliernatep 
Of wav«cantliciing, breaks the learned sc 
And defecates tlie student's standing pi 





'Ti: poor as proud, by converse unsunalli; 
Hude thought runs wild in ContempUllon! 
CoLiverae, the menage, breaks it to Uie bit 
Of due restraint; and Emuldlion'aspur , 

Gives ^riceful energy, by rivjli aWd. 
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erse qualifies for solitude, 

se for salutary rest : 49 S 

ntutor'd. Contemplation raves, 

dre's fool by Wisdom's is outdone. 

n, tho' richer than Peruvian mines, 

!ter than the sweet ambrosial hive, 

>he but the means of happiness ? 500 

btain'd, than Folly more a£uoI; 

■holy fool, without her bells. 

p, die means of wisdom, richly gives 

ous end, which makes our wisdom wise. 

in zeal for human amity, 50; 

- drimps an undivided joy. 

import ; joy is an exchange ; 

nonopolists : it calls for two : 

t! heav'n«planted ! never pluck*d by one. 

tuxiliars are our friends, to give 510 

man true relish of himself. 

urselves descending in a line, 

s bright beam is feeble in delight : 

ntcn-:e is taken by rebound ; 

ated pleasures fire the breast. 515 

il happiness ! whene'er she stoops 

larth, one shrine the goddess finds, 

sloiie, to make her sweet an^ends 

it heav'n — the bosom of a friend; 

•art meets heart, reciprocally soft, 523 

Ts pillow to repose divine. 



Ucivnye l':e eountcrfrit ; in pawiod"? fltime ■ "*1 

Hearts meli, but melt like icr, won liirdcr f.tiro. 

TruD love slriko rout in reason, pantton's {ok: 
• Viriue alone entcnderi us lor lilt; 

I wrong her much — rntender) m Tot erer. 

Of friendsKip') bimt fruits, the fruit moM TaJt 

Is virtue kiitdllng'M a rival Are, 

And einul[>t»l7 rapid in Iter race. 

O the ioti eiimitf ! endeating si riff '. 

This carrJei Friendsliip to her nucntide poinf, 

And gives Ihe rivel of elemlly. 

Fi'am friendship, whith outlives my former Ifie 

GloriOU9 surv:VQr of old Time iiid Death! 

From friendship, thus, thaiflow'rcf he»v"nlyi*ei 

The wi«e eictiact eanh's mosi tlyblean bliss, 

Superior Wisdom, crown d wlih iirtlingjoj'. 
But for whom blo'soms this Elyiian OaWtt 

Abrojd ihcy find who ehtri^h It ai home. 

Lorenio! pardon whai mj loveexions, 
I An honeit love, and not afraid lo frown. J 

Tho' choice of folliwfiittn on thefreaf,"3| 

Nonecliii<;s more obstinate than J^ane]' fiM 

That sacred friendship is iheir tuy prey;.' 

Caught by the wafiure of agolden I 

Or rascinaliunofa high-born smile, 

Their imilcj the great, and the cu[|uetle, ihmrt 
)i aihers' hearii, tenacious of their oivnt^ 
10 Icsiofourswl: 
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Ye Fortune's Cofferers! ye Pow'rs of Wealth ! 
Can gold gain frleudsliip ? Impudence of hope ! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 
hove, and love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo! pride repress, nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in thee, 55- 
All like the purchase, few the price will pay. 
And this makes frieiids such miracles below. 

What if (since daring on so nice a theme) 
I shew thee friendship, delicaie ?s dear. 
Of tender violations apt to die ? 
Re$er\'e will wound it, and distrust destroy, 
peliberate on all things with thy friend: 
But since friends grow not thick On ev'ry bough. 
Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core, 
Fifct on thy friend delib'rate with thyself; 565 

Pause, ponder, sift; not eager in the choice, 
Nor jealous of the chosen : fixing fix ; 
Judge before friendship, then confide till de^ith. 
Well for thy friend, but nobler far for thee. 
How gallant danger for earth's highest prize ! 570 

A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
*' Poor is the friendless master cf a world, 
*' A world in purchase for a friend is gain." 

So sung he (angels hear that angel sing ! 
Angels from friendship gather half their joy) 
ho sung Phila id«. r, as his friend went round 
In the rich ichor, in the gen'rous blood 
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Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 

A brow solute, and ever-Inughing eye. 

lie drank long health and virtue to his friend, 580 

His friend ! who wami'd him more, who more inspir'd. 

Friendship's the wine of life ; but friendship hew 

( Not such was his) is neither strong nor pure. 

! fur the bright complexion, cordial warmth. 
And elevating spirit of a friend, 585 
For twenty summers rip'ning by my side. 

All feculence of falsehood long thrown down. 

All social virtues rising in his soul. 

As crystal clear, and smiling as they rise! 

Here nectar flows ; it sparkles in our sight ; 599 

Kicli to the taste, and genuine from the heart. 

High-flavour 'd bliss for gods! on earth how rare! 

On earth how lost!— Philander is no more. 

Think'st thou the theme intoxicates my song? 
Am I too warm ? Too warm I cannot be. S95 

1 lov'd him much, but now I love him more. 
Jvike birds, whose beauties languish, half-conceal'd, 
Till, mounted on the wing, their glossy plumes 
Expanded, shine with azure, green, and gold; 

How blessings brighten as they take their flight ! 6zo 

His flight Philander took, his upward flight, 

it ever soul ascended. Had he dropp'd, 

( riiat eagle genius!) O had he let fall 

Out feather as he flew, I then had wrote 

Wiiat Iricnds might flatter, prudent foc« forbear. 
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Rivals scarce damn, and Zoilus reprieve. 0o6 

Yet what [ can I muftt : it were profane 

To quench a glory lighted at the skies, 

And cast in shadows his illustrious close. 

Strange! the theme most aflecting, most sublime, 610 

Momentous most to man, should sleep unsung ! 

And yet it sleeps, by genius unawak'd 

Painim or Christian, to the blush of Wit. 

Man's highest triumph, man's profoundest fail, 

Tlic death-bed of tlie just t is yet undrawn 61 5 

Bf mortal hand; it merits a divine : 

AngL'Is should paint it, angels ever there. 

There un a post of honour and of joy. 

Dare I presume, then ^ but Philander bids. 
And glory tempts^ and inclination calls. C20 

Yet uni I struck, as struck the soul beneath 
Aerldl groves' impenetrable gloom, 
Urin some mighty ruin's solemn shade, 
^rgaziniT, by pale lamps, on high-born dust 
-n vjul.b, thin courts of pour unllatter'd kiu^^, C^^ 
-^ra: t! c midnight altar's hallow'd flan;^'. 
t if religion to proceed: I pause — 
t .1 e:iti r, aw d, the temple of my theme. 
' :^ hi'. dvath-boU .■" No ; it is his shrine : 
-.1 .(i lii.-ii theic ji:.>t rising to a^'ofl. f , , 

i ••■. . hainber \\hcrc tht* good in.m meets \ni, i\iu- 

i;.'i\i:i'-> d bev'onc! the connnon walk 
: •. ii'.iu/us lilt, 4uite ni the \eryc of In :i\ 'n. 
' .■ .. ■.* /, I' 
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Fly, ye Profane ! If not, draw nctr with awe, 
Kcceive the bles-iing, and adore the chance 635 

That threw in this Bethesda your dlteaie : 
If unrestor'd by this despair your care; 
For here resistless Demonstration dwells, 
A death-bed's a dictator of the heart. 
Here tir'd Dissimulation drops her mask M 

Thro' Life's grimace, that mistress of the scene ! 
Here real and apparent are the same. 
You see the man, you see his hold on heav'n^ 
If sound his virtue, as Philander's sound. 
Ilcav'n waits not the last moment ; owns her fricndi- 
On this side death, and points them out to men ; M 
A lecture silent, but of sov'reign pow'r! 
To Vice confusion, and to Virtue peace. 
V/hate%'er farce the boastful hero plays, 
Virtue alone has majesty in death, <J5* 

And greater still, the more the tyrant frowns. 
ri)ilanderl he severely frown'd on thee. 
•' Nj warning giv'n I unceremonious fate ! 
** A sudden rush from life's meridian joys! 
** A wrench from all we love ! from all we are! 6j5 1 
'^ A resiles-* bed of pain 1 a plunge optiqtie 
*' Beyond conjecture ! feeble Nature's dread ! 
*' .Strong Ilcation's shudder at the dark unknown I 
" A sun exiinguish'd ! a just op'niiig grave I 659 

•' And, oh ! ;lie last, last ; what :" (can words express^ 
■' i'liou^lit reach it ?) the last— silence of a friei d!" 
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What are those horrours, that amazement ^ where 
This hideous group of ills which singly shock. 
Demand from man-*— I thought him man till now. 

Thro' Nature's wreck, thro' vanquish'd agonies, 66$ 
(Like the stars struggling thro' this midfiight gloom) 
What gleams of joy ? what more than human peace ? 
Where the frail mortal, the poor abject worm i 
Mo, not in death the mortal to be ibund« 
His conduct is a legacy for all, 670 

Richer than Mammon's for his single heir. 
His comforters he comforts ; great in ruin. 
With unreluctant grandeur gives, not yields. 
His soul sublime, and closes with his fate. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the scene I 675 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fix'd to man ? 
His God sustains him in his final hour ! 
His final hour brings glory to his God ! 
Man's glory Heav'n vouchsafes to call her own. 
We gaze, we weep ; mix'd tears of grief and joy 1 680 
Amazement btrikesl devotion bursts to flame I 
Christians adore ! and I. fidels believe. 

As some tall tow'r, or loity mountain's brow, 
Dcraiijs the sun, illustrious, from its height. 
While rising vapours and descending shades, 685 

With damp^ and darkness drown the spacious vale, 
Undaiiipt by doabt, undarken'd by despair. 
Philander thui augu^tly rears his head. 
At that black l>our which gen'ral horrour sheds 
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From drtamt, where thought in Fancy's maze runs 
To reason, that hcav'n-lighted lamp in man, [mad. 
Once more I wake ; and at the destin'd hour. 
Punctual as lovers to the moment sworn, 
I keep my assignation with my wo. 5 

O ! lost to virtue, lost to manly thought. 
Lost to the noble sallies of the soul ! 
Who think it solitude to be alone. 
Communion sweet ! communion large and higii! 
Our reason, guardian angel, and our God ! 10 

Then neare t these, when others most remote; 
And all, ere long, shall be remote but these : 
How dreadful, thtn, to meet them all alone, 
A strar.'^i'r! una-.Kiiowlcdg'd : ucapproVd ! 
Now woo them, wed them, bind them to thy breast : 
To win ihy wisli creation has no more : 16 

F iij 



66 rat covptAiifT* 

Or if we wish a fourth, it is a friend.— 
But friends how mortal I datig'roiu the detlre. 

Take Phodmt to younthn; ye batUsg Btri 
Inebriate at fiiirFbrtmie's tbantain-liMid, 
And reeling thfo* the wildenieM of Joy, 
Where Sense rvaM.m99§B, ktdUfiKm Reason's! 
And sings false peace, till smother'd by the palL 
My fortune is unlike, unlike my song. 
Unlike the deity my song invokes. . 
I to Day's soft-ey'd sister pay my conit, 
(Endymion's riTal) aad her aid implore. 
Now first imptor'd in succour to the Muse. 
Thou who didst lately borrow Cynthia't* fbn». 
And modestly Ibrtgo thine own ( Otfcou 
Who didst thyself^ at midnight hours, ittspiiet 
Say, why not Cynthia, patroness of song ? 
As thou her crescent, she thy character 
Assumes, still move a goddess by the change. ' 

Are there demurring wits who dare dispute 
This, revolution in the world inspii'd f 
Ye train Pierian 1 to the lunar sphere. 
In silent hour, address your anient call 
For aid immortal, less her brother's right. 
She with the spheres harmonious nightly leads 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchless strain 
A strain for gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 
Transmit it heard, thou Silver Queen of heaT'nl 

* At the Cuke of Norfolk's masquerades. 
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What title or wlut naire endears thee most ^ 
Cynthia! Cyllenel Phcebe I — or dost hear 45 

With higher gust, fair P d of the skies ? 

Is that the soft enchantment calls thee down. 
More pow'rful than of old Circean charm? 
Come, but from hcav'nly banquets with thee bring 
The soul of song, and whisper in mine ear 50 

The theft divine ; or in propitious dreams 
(For dreams are thine) transfuse ic thro* the breast 
Cf thy first votary — but i.ot thy last, 
If, like thy namesake, thou art ever kind/ 

And kind thou wilt be, kind 0:1 such a theme ; 5$ 
A theme so like thee, a quite lunar theme. 
Soft, modest, melancholy, female fair! 
A theme that rose all pale, and told my soul. 
'Twas night ; on her fond hopes perpetual night ; 
A night which struck a damp, a deadlier damp, 60 
Than that which smote me from Philander' s ton;b. 
Narcissa follows ere his tomb is clos'd. 
Woes cluster; rare are solitary woes; 
They love a train ; they tread each other's heel ; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 65 
The grief that st.irted from my lids for him ; 
Seizes the faithles.^, alienated tear. 
Or s'laies it ere it tails. So frequent Death, 
Sorrow he more than c<iuses; he confounds; 
For human siglis hii rival strokes contend, 70 

And make distress distraction. Oh, Philander ! 
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What was thy fate ? a double fate to me; 

Portent and pain ! a menace and a blow I 

Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace^ 

Not less a bird of omen than of prey. 7S 

It cnll'd Narcissa long before her hour; 

It call *d her tender soul by break of bliss. 

From the first blossom^ from the buds of joy ; 

Those few our noxious fate unblasted leaves 

In this inclement clime of human life. 1^ 

^wcct Harmonist ! and beautiful as sweet ! 
And young as beautiful ! and soft as young ! 
And gay as soft ! and innocent as gay I 
And happy (If anght happy here) as good ! 
For Fortune fond had built her nest on high. 85 

j.ikc birds quite exquisite of note and plume, 
Transfix'd by Fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
IIow from the summit of the grove she fell. 
And left it unharmnnious ! all its chiimi 
Extinguished in the wonders of her song 1 90 

Her hong still vibrates in my ravish'd ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(() to forget her!) thrilling thro* my heart! 

Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy ! this group 
or bii<',lit idt-as, flowers of ParjdlsL*, 9> 

A A yet unforfcitl in one blaze we bii:d, 
Kru'cl, p.m\ prec-ent it to the sKies, as all 
\Vt* f'ut'ss of he «\ 'n ; and the^e were all Mcr own ; 
\..J ,Ik '.uiimiii-j; aiiil I wa>— -wui!— must blt'it — 
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Gay title of the deepest misery ! 

As bodies gnnr oiore pond'rous robbM of lifr. 

Good lost fffciglM more in grief than gain'd in joy. 

Like blossom'd trees o'ertnm'd by veniAl stonn. 

Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 

And if in death still lovely, lovelier there, 105 

Far lovelier I ptty swells the tide of love 

And will not the severe excuse a sigh ? 

Scorn the proud man that is asbam'd to weep. 

Our tears Indulg'd indeed deserve our shaont. 

Yet that e'er lost an angel, pity me I t lo 

Soon as the lustre languished in her eye. 
Dawning a dimmer day on human sight. 
And on her cheek, the residence of Spring, 
Pale Omen tat, and scattered fears around 
On all that aaw, (and who would cease to gaze 115 
That once had seen ?) with haste, parental haste, 
I flew, I snatch'd her from the rigid North, 
Her native bed, on which black Boreas blew. 
And bore her nearer to the sun : the sun 
( As if the sun could envy) check'd his beam, 1 20 
Deny'd his wonted succour; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping Chan the bells 
Of lillies, fairest lilies, not so fair! 

Queen Lilies I and ye painted Populace 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrosial lives ! 12$ 
In mem and ev'ning dew your beauties bathe. 
And drink iht sun, ^-hich gives your cheeks to glow. 



Aiidoulblush (mineextcpwdjcvry ftWj^™ 
You glullier f roiv, ambilioiu of twrtiMlli 
Which often crapl yam odiiuni, rntrnst meet 
To llioughtiopure; Yf iovdir FogiliMil 
CdcviI race with mrin ! for m»n you tmile i 
Wliy nut smile at him loo' You share, indBed 
His sudden paBi, but nol liis conslani pain. 
So man is made nouglil mi niilera delight 
But what his gliming paasioni can cng'age ; 
AnJ glowing passions, bent on ought below. 
Must, soon or late, willi anguish luiii the teal 
And anguish af^er rapture, how severe I 
liapluie I bold man 1 who temp's the uritlb dl 
By plucking fruit deuy'd to murtal tasle. 
While here ptetumingon Iherightsof Hht'i 
Fui iraniport dost ihou call on cv'ry hour, 
Lorenzo^ At ihy. friend's expcnce be wiie: 
Lean nol on earth ; 'twill pierce thee to Uie bi 
A btolcen reed at bes<^ butoft' ajpear: 
On its sharp point Peace bleeds, and Hope ex 

iri), hopeless thouglit I turnfromher. 1 

Resenting rallies, and w^kes ev'ry wo. [i 

t Suaiih'd ere thy prune I and in thy bridal hoi 
Alul wlien hind Fonune, with Ihy lover, imll 

I And when liigh-flavour'd thy fresh op'ningiO] 
ul ivben blind man pronuune'd thy bliss con 

I And on a foreign thor^, where strangers wept 

I Sbangett to tbve, and, more ftuiptising still. 
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Strangers to kindness, wept. Their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears 1 strange tears! that trickled down 
From nrarble hearts ! obdurate tenderness ! 
A tenderness that call'd them more severe, 
Jn spite of Nature's soft persuasion steel 'd : 160 

While Nature melted Superstition rav'd; 
That mourn'd the dead, and this deny'd a grave. 
Their sighs incens'd ; sighs foreign to the will ! 
Their will the tiger-suck'd outraged the storm : 
For, oh 1 the curs'd ungodliness of Zeal ! 165 

While sinful flesh relented, spirit nurs'd 
In blind Infallibility's embrace^ 
The sainted spirit petrify'd the breast, 
Deny'd the charily of dust to spread 
O'er dust i a charity iheir dogs ei^oy. 1 70 

What couM I do ? what succour t what resource i 
With pious sacrilege a grave I stole ; 
With impious piety that grave I wrong'd; 
Short in my duty, coward in my grief! 
More like her murci'rer than friend, I crept 1 75 

With soft suspended step, and, muliied deep 
In midnight darkness, v. hisper'd my last sigh. 
I whisper'd what should echo thro' the realms. 
Nor writher name, whose tomb should pierce the skies. 
Presumptuous fear ! how durst I drc.:d her foes, iSc 
While Nature's loudest dictates I obey'd ? 
pardon necessity, blest Shade ! of grief 
And indignation rival bursts I pour'd; 
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tlM-tXfmimn mrtigled wiih mj p 
Klndlnl ut nun, while I hit Godaitoi-d: 
!^(1[e grudg'd tlie lavage Imd hci iicnd du| 
Mamp'il (he cun'd toil ) and with huiniuii^ ' 
(Deny'd NarcJMa) wiih'd Ihem all a grave, 

CIoH's my reientment into guill i nhatguill 
Can equal violalions of the dead t 
Tlie dead boir Kirred t itcred ii the dust 
Oi rhii haiv'n-labour'd fiinn, etcct, divtiKl 
This lieav'n-silURi'd, Riljeitic, robe of earth 
He deign'd to vtxt, who hung the vati eiparuc 
With iiart bilght, and clolh'd ih<! sun Id gold, 
When ev'ry pawion ileeps thai can otTendj 



Wilt 






in wnak his i 



FiiHll al 



II uncontreil'd, 
1 ill-will; 



! spl.f, 
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All angel'tiluill — Thli Lucifet itanKBDda; 
Wlieii he contenJrd Toi the PBtriitL-h'i bonn, 
•Ti*iis not the »1.ife of malice, bui of prldej 
The sirini of puniiCT pride, not ponlilTjiall. 
Far leas thnn Ihis Is chocking in * nee 

I ATost tvreich«d, but t)nm atreami of niuiiul toni 

I Jlnd uncreated, but for love divine; 

■ And but for luve divine (hit moinelil lost, 

■By File tesorb'd, and <uiik in enrfltsj nlghl. 

\ M.in hard of heart to- nun 1 of hotiid tliinp 

III; 'inidii nupeiidoui highly tinnftl 
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Yet oft' his cmortesiflS are smeother wrongs ; 
Prid^ bnndiahtB tht fiHrottn he conkn. 
And contumelioue hb hiimaiilty : 
What then his vengeance ? Hear it net^ jc Stars I 
And thoa, pale Moon ! tnm paler at the sound. 2 16 
Man is to nun the sorest^ surest ill. . 
A previena blast finetels the rising storm ; 
O'erwhelBuaf turrets threaten era they f^ll ; 
Volcanos bellow ere they disembogue ; 220 

Earth tmnbles ere her yawning jaws devour ; 
And smoke betrays the wide-consuming fire : 
Ruin from man is most conceal'd when near. 
And sends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of Fancy f would it were 1 22 s 

HeaV'n's Bov'reign saves all beings, but himself, 
That hideous sight, a naked haman heart. 

Fir'd is the Muse ? and let the Muse be fir'd: 
Who not intlam'd when what he speaks he feels. 
And in tlie nerve most tender, in his friends i 230 
Shame to mankiixi ! Philander had his foes; 
He felt the truths I sing, and I in him : 
iiut he nor I feel more. Past ills, Narcissa * 
Arc sunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart ! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs : 23 ; 
Pangs num'rous as the num'rous ills that swarUi'J 
O'er thy distinguiSli'd fate, and clust'ring there. 
Thick as the locust on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and mere dark the gra\ c. 
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JKeflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 240 

How was each circumstance with asptcks arm'il? 

An aspick each, and all an hydra wo. 

What strong Herculean virtue could suffice?— 

Or is it virtue to be conquer'd here ? 

This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews. 

And each tear mourns its own distinct distress. 

And each distress, distinctly mourn'd,. demands 

Ol' grief still more, as heighten'd by the whole. 

A grief like this proprietors excludes : 

Not friends alone such obsequies deplore ; 

ThL-y m^ke mankind the mourner ; carry sighs 

F.ir as the fatal Fame can wing her way. 

And turn the gayest thought of gayest age 

Down their right channel, thro' the vale of deatlb 

The vale of death ! that hush'd Cimmerian valc^ *\ 
Where Darkness, brooding o'er unfinish'd fates, 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day !) that interdicts all future changel 
That subterranean world, that land of ruin! 
Fit walk, Lorenzo ! for proud human thought ! 
'Iliere let my thought expatiate, and explore 
Hiilsnmick truths and healing sentiments, 
or all most wanted, and most welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenzo's sake, and for thy own. 
My Soul ! " The fruits of dying friends survey; 
r>:pofe the vain of life; weigh life and deatbj 
Ciivc- f loath his eulogy ; thy fear subdue ; 
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*' And labour that first palm of noble ihinds^ 
** A manly scorn of terrour from the tomb." 

This harvest reap from thy Narcissa's grave. 270 
As poets feign'd from Ajax' streaming blood 
Arose^ with grief inscrib'd^ amournfiil flow'r^ 
Let wisdom blossom from my mortal wound. 
And first, of dying friends; what fruit from these ? 
It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 275 

To chase our thoughtlessness^ fear^ pride, and guilt. 

Our dying friends come o*er us like a cloud. 
To damp onr brainless ardours, and abate 
That glare of life which often blinds the wise. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to smooth 2.^0 

Our rugged pass to death; to break those bars 
Of terrour and abhorrence Nature throws 
Cross our obstructed way, and thus to make 
Welcome, as safe, our port from ev'ry storm. 
Each friend by Fate snatch'd from us is a plume 
Pluck'd from the wing of human vanity, 286 

Which makes us stoop from our aerial heights. 
And damp'd with omen of our own deceese. 
On drooping pinions of ambition lower'd. 
Just skim earth's surface ere we break it up, 290 

O'er putrid earth to scratch a little dust. 
And save the world a nuisance. Smitten friends 
Are angels sent on errands full of love; 
For us they languish, and for us they die : 
And shall they languish, shall they die, in vain ? 29; 
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Uiigraieful. riiall we flricrc (twlr hov'ting iliadei. 
Which wail thr rerolulioii in our hearts I 
Shall w« itiBdain theit silent, uft, addretc, 
posthumous idvicc, and pioui pnj'ti 
inaeless n lierdi thai grane tlietr hsilaw'd grwretl, 
■till undw CiDl Ufir •goniet and gnant, JM 

thtiianguUh, anddiitrur ihticdaathi? 
Lorenzal no; tlie ttiODght ofdnih indulga; 
Give il its wiwleHinw empire I lei ii reign. 
Thai kind chasliier of Hiy ioai, in Joy I w 

it( reign will spread tby glorioui^ conijiiesU tar. 
And still the tumults of tfay nMed breast. 
Auipiciousenil gslden iayi, brgiul 
The thougbl of death shall, lilie a god, inspin. 
A nd why nol Ihink on death ? Islife *tie Ihemt 
Of ev'ry thought I and wish of cv'ry hour ( pi 

Aiidsongof ev'ryjoy ? surprising inrth! 

I he heBteo spaniel's tdndrtets not so tirange. 
'i'o vavc the nuBi'roui ills Ihat aeiee on life 

Ai thpirownproperty. their laivbl prey I |i| 

i'.n^ man haimeasur'd Iwlfhis treaty Mnff, 

II i& luxuries have left him coreterve. 
No naiden relishu. unbroacli'd delights! 
On cald'Serv'd rE|ietitlona he subiisli, 

A nd in Ihi! lasteleH preaettt riwWi the pusf ; ]M 

Olsgusied cliEirs, uid scarce can swdlluw d«wn, 
like lavish aneeiiocB, ht6 earlier yeart 
diiinhetited hia future hours, 
h starve on oris, and glean then hraier field. 
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Live ever here, Lorenzo ! — shocking thought ! 
So shocking, they who wish disown it too ; 3 16 

, Disown from shame what they from folly crave. 
Live ever in the womb, nor see the light ? 
For what live ever here ? — with lab'ring step 
To tread our former footsteps ? pace the round 3^ 
Eternal 1 to climb life's worn heavy wheel. 
Which draws up nothing new ? to beat, and beat. 
The beaten track ? to bid each wretched day 
The former mock ? to surfeit on the same. 
And yawn our joys ? or thank a misery 335 

For change, tho* sad ? to see what we have seen ? 
Hear, till unheard, the same old slabber'd tale ? 
To taste the tasted, and at each return 
Less tasteful ? o'er our palates to decant 
Another vintage ? strain a flatter year 340 

Thro' loaded vessels> and a laxer tone? 
Crazy machines to grind earth's wasted fruits ! 
Ill ground, and worse concocted! load, not life! 
The rational foul kennels of excess ! 
Still-streaming thoroughfares of dull debauch ! 349 
Trembling each gulp, lest death should snatch thebowl. 

Such cf our fine ones is the wish refin'd ! 
£p would they have it : elegant desire I 
Why not invite the bellowing stalls and wilds? 
But such examples might their rict awe. {>o 

Thro' want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 

G i;j 



[ I'ba' an blight tliaught ihejr UiUcr ill ilieii Righlt) 

To ivhal are Ihey rtiUic'd ? to lov« and hate 

The same vain worid; to<:aiHiue*iidci)ioiiie. 

'i'lu3 painted Bbrex sT life, who caIIa iIuui fool jj{ 

Each momeat of each day) lallatwrbMl 

Tbro' dread of worse; to tliriK to ihk laAr wek, 

U.irren, la Ibon, of good, and »Iiarp wilh iJk, 

And JioktIc blvkeu'd vviih impendiae sicnns. 

And infamousfot wreelisof Jiumaii ho)n^~ jfc 

Srar'd ill IJie|l(H)Biy gultihal yAwns bcuealh. 

Such are Iheic iriitm^i I uidi the\t pang^ ol /or I 

'Til titae, high lime, to cfaitt ihU dixnal tceue. 
This huge'd, ibit hideous siite, wljai art can cure- 
One oiity, but thu one wlul all may reach: ji{ 
Virluc — ilie, woiidei-working godJes^l cliarmi 
That rock ia bloom, and (antcilheiiiuiHtdfihrev; 
And, ivEiai will luon Hiipriie, Loreiixa ! gitei 
To life's lick, nauscoNS, llerailion, ibaiige, 
Aiid i!r4iehieDS NaiBte'. circle lu a line. jjo 
Jielicv'Bl Ihnti thi*, hottnio'. kud an Hi, 
A jMiientcaTi IliDU'li blush is disbelieve. 

A laugtiid, leiden iwnlion rci^ns, 
AikI ever iiiitil,e'e[ ihoK wli(»«juyb arejofi 
Of si^h', smell, Usie, The cuckua-seatow sing jT| 
'I he ^niiU dtilj sole to «iicli ai notliing iiriie 
Cul wJial Uiose >ea>oni, from the teemijig earib, 
Tu doling ttaMiiidalge: bul ooliter Duiid.-, 
'•Vhich relish fri^its U.i.ipell'd by ilit siin. 
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Makt iMr days various, various as the dyes 3S0 

On the dove's oackf wiiioh wanton in his rays. 

On tninds of date^ke innocence possess'^. 

On Ji0hiHi'<d flMnds, thaC bask in virt«e'« beams, 

tiothjng banga tp4ioiis, nothing oli rcrolves 

[n that for wbidi lliey long, for which they live. 365 

Iheir glorious affbrts, wifig'd with heav'nly hope. 

Bach rising looming sees «!i41 higher rise; 

Each bounteous dawn its novelty presents 

To wordi matnriag, new strength, lustre, foioe ; 

While NatUK's circle, like a chariot^hcd 390 

Rolling beneadi their elevated aims, 

Maies their fair prospect ^irer ev*ry hour, 

Advancing viitue in a'line to bliss; 

Virtue, which Christian motives best inspire f 

A.iid bliss, wliich Christian schemes alone ensure! 39s 

And shall we then^ for virtue's sake commence 
Apostates, and turn infidels for joy ? 
A truth it is few doubt, but fewer trust, 
' lie sins against this life who slights the next." 
What is this life? how few their fav'rite know f 400 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 
)y passionately loving life we make 
^ov'd Life unlovely, hugging Iter to death. 
We give to time eternity's regard, 
\nd, dreaming, take our passage for our port. 4C3 
L.ife has no value as an end, tMit means ; 
\n end deplorable I a means divine 1 
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our all, 'Us nothing; vionc than ni 
St ofiiaim ; wlicn held ai nolbjng, mucb. 

le bii huin'ritls, life is most eqoj'd 411 
n courted least ; moit worth when diMsieeni'd^ 
tit ant of cotiiforl, rich in prace ; 
In prospect richer ^r; important! awful t 
Not to be menlion'd but with shouts of (imiie! 
Not to be thought pii but with ttdeiof joy I 41 { 

The mighty basis of eieroal bliss ! 

Where now Ihe banen lock t the painted stum i- 
Where now, XjOreiuo! life's eternal round I 
Hive I not made mj' triple proiniae good ? 
Vain is Ibe world, but only lo the Vain, 411 

To what compare we then this varying scene, 
Whose wtirlli, ambiguous, rises and dcclinei I 
WaXfSaud wanes? (in all propitious Night 
A»isi9 me here) compare it to the moan i 
Dark in herself, and indigent, but rich tsi 

In borruw'd luElre from a higlier sphere. 
Wiicn gross guilt inlErposcs, lab'ring earth, 
O'ershadow'd, mourns 1 deep eclipse of joy ; 
Her joys, at brighiett, pallid to that font 
Of full effulgent glory whence Ihey flew. 

Nor is that glory distant. Oh, Loreiiio I 
A good man and an angel I these beti 
liuw thin the barrier I wh<ii divides Ihelt fate! 
Periiapi a moment, or perhaps » ] 
■fttif aniigr, it isamsineiililill; 
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A moment^ orettrnity'd forgot. 

Then be wkat oBoe (hey were who now »re gocU ; 

Be what PhUaiider was, tnd claim the skies. 

Starts timid Natuse at the glocmay pass f 

The soft transition call it^ and he oheer'd : 440 

Such it is often, and why not to thee ? 

To hope the hest is pious, brave, and wise> 

And may itself procure what it presumes. 

Life is much flattered, Peath is much traduc'd ; 

Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown, 445 

** Strange competition !" — True, Lorenzo t strange 1 

So Kttle life can cast into the scale. 

Life makes the soul dependent on the dust ; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the spheres. 
Thro* chinks, styl'd oigans, dim life peeps at light ; 
Death bursts th' involving cloud, and all is day : 45 1 
All eye, all ear, the disemhody^'d pow'r. 
Death has feign'd evils nature shall not leel % 
Life ills suhstantiaj w<sikMn cannot shun. 
Is not the mighty Mind, that son of heav'n f 455 
By tynnt Lifc dethroned, imprisoned, peia'd? 
By Peath enlaig'd, ennobled, deify 'd f 
Death but jntombs the body, life the soul. 

** Is Death then guiltless ? How he marks his way 
"With dreadful waste of what deserves to shine I 460 
' Art, genius, fortune, elevated pow'r ! 
*' With various lustres these light op the world, 
*< Whic" death puts out, and darkens human race,'* 
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I grant, Lorenzo ! this indictment just : 
The sage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 
Death humbles these ; more barb'rous Life the 
Life is the triumph of our mould'ring clay; 
Death of the spirit infinite 1 divine 1 
Death has no dread but what frail life imparts, 
Nor life true joy but what kind death improve 
No bliss has life to boast, till death can give 
Far greater. Life's a debtor to the grave ; 
Dark lattice! letting in eternal day. 

. Lorenzo 1 blush at fondness for a life 
Which sends celestial souls on errands vile. 
To cater for the sen.e, and serve at boards 
Where ev'ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, justly claims our upper-hand. 
Luxurious feast I a soul, a soul immortal. 
In all the dainties of a brute bemir'd ! 
Lrorenzo ! blush at terrour for a death 
Which gives thee to repose in festive bow'rs. 
Where nectars sparkle, angels minister. 
And more than angels share, and rise, and crov 
And eternize, the birth, bloom, bursts of bliss. 
What need I more ? O Death! the palm is thin< 
Then welcome. Death 1 thy dreaded harbing< 
Age and disease! Disease, tho' long my guest. 
That plucks my nerves, those tender strings of 
Which pluck'd a little more will toll the bell 
That calls my few friends to my funeral ; 
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^here feeble Nature drops^ perhaps a tear, 
^ile Reason and Religion, better taugiit. 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tunib 
With wreath triumphant. Death is victory; 49; 
A It bindsin chains the raging ills of life : 
Ltntand Ambition, Wrath and Avarice, 
Dragg'd at his chariot- wheel, applaud his pow'r. 
That ills corrosive, cares importunate. 
Are not immortal too, O Death ! is thine. 5c: 

Our day of dissolution ! — name it right, 
'Ti$ our great pay-day ; 'tis our harvest, rich 
Atid ripe. What tho' the sickle, sometimes keen, 
r Just scars us as we reap the golden grain ? 

More than thy balm, O Gilead ! heals the wound. 50^ 

Birth's feeble cry, and Death's deep dismal groan. 

Are slender tributes low-tax'd Nature pays 

For mighty gain : the gain of each a life ! 

But O ! the last the former so transcend.-;, 

life dies compar'd; Life lives beyond the grave. <; ic 

And feel I, Death ! no jov from thought of thee / 
Death ! the g»cat counsellor, who man inspirt- > 
With ev'ry nobler thought and fiiirer deed I 
De^th ! the deliverer who rescues man ! 
Death ! the rewarder, who the rc^u'd crowns ! 5M 
iJeath ! that absolves my birth, a curse without it ! 
Rich Death I that realizes all my c;ires. 
Toils, virtue."^, hopes; without it a chimera! 
Death I of all pain the p-^riod, not of joy : 



$4 T>i cwrnnnnts 

Joy '8 source and wH^jeet 8tiH ivksiBi lAtlMn 
One in mjr soul, and oat in hcv i^rtat mm, 
Tho' the Iter windt were waninf ftr n^ ^ 
Yes, tnd^ftom wiBdiMid wsret, «nd ceMn 
Thp' priion'4(liMi^ tty dait» tao, I ncteiii 
(To diut wbeAitaop proud natvue't p igi Mid i 
And H^ «iiti»« • Dwiii ie the cwwil of Mft 
Were death deay^, poor maa would livt ii 
Wen death dairf'd, lo lira would liot bo W 
Were death daqr'd, t? 1i f^ia would wlili i 
Death wdundi tocoCv; wb fkll/ Hn rkty wn 
SpKJ^yllrMa M« letteit, feMea in the iUH, 
Where blodmlfly Edaii withna in oar aight 
Oeath ghraa Ml More than wte In Edeii lott : 
Thia hhv ^ termn ii the ptflnea of peace. 
When shftH I die fa tamitj, pate, deirfbr 
When shall I die ?«^when shaliX live for v 



End ^ Nigbt ntrJ, 
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NIGHT IV. 

THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 

CuDUlnios 

OUK ONLY CURE FOR THE FEAR OF DEATH, 
. AND FBOrCR SENTIMENTS OF HEART ON THAT 
INESTIMABLE BLESSING, 

Humbly inscribed 

TO THE HON. MB. YORKE. 

A MUCH -indebted Muse, O Yorkel intrudes. 

Amid the smiles of fortune and of youtb^ 

Thine ear is patient of a serious song. 

How deep implanted in the breast of man 

The dread of death ? I sing its sov'reign cure. < 

Whv start at death ? where is he? Death arrived. 
Is past; not come, or gone ; he's never hero. 
Ere hope, sensation fails. Black-boding man ' 
Receives, not suHer::, Death's tremendous blow. $ 
Thekneii, tiie ^hroud, the mattock, and the grave ; 
The d^ep damp vault, the darkness and tlie worm; 
These arc the bugbears of a winter's eve. 
The terrours of the living, not tl:e ('ead ; 
Imagination's fool, and Errour's wreuh. 

/ tflume /. II 



Man makes adcalh wliich \aliire neiorm 
'I'hfn on the poim of bl^Dttn fancf (iVt, 
An4 I<el£ 2 -ihoUiiilut dejlha in tiasiagaiit. 

1^ But were Death fri>>liil'ul, iilmt tiiu iige Is feut 
VpniSfM, igeslwuMmeet tHt^endly foe, 
Knd shtlterin hiihoepiiablr gloom, si 

■scarce c5ii YTKierft itionuiiw'it bin nfllif* 
■Wy younger ; tv'ty dale cries — " Ci.me awaj*." 
sneui 



Fla« 



le lehai. The irisest cnnncrt icll. 

on30Mft!s!He'sliii!*oliW*a flcldj 1 

IG bctt i tlic miiny Haw nil u'er 
.* leopard tpalied, nr as Eihiups duh; 
:ioiu 1!] ; f^ooddylng immaiure; 
I' immifline 14»R tssa's mathle itffi) 
It its death tifqufeartilneeii'I'cssiKiihi 
:art, ihfl' bold, woold skJien m iht sigh 
And jpSflfl Tl9*Jf In sigha foT fnnir* SctM?, 
BuigmnltoKft tnnaiust itUlogr.iiW 

ITolufkyllft) «3ini:p«qni5ilF;efiny-, 
A i: me there U ulirn, likt n thr(te-(oM title,- 3 
Long rifled tirr of weft ran yfpl'loptn^ 
(tulfrom our ionm>*(vl OH llie comedy, 
Miatlng f<Bc£ilflni nti pafis wel1.sui(aln'd,'J 
pi purpoi'd emendmiDM where we fidi'd, 
foho^ofpiaudinfrcm our cvidid Jad^t^ 
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Vv'hen, on their exit, 3;}uls are bid unrobe, 

Tuis Fortun; back bcr tin<;el and her plume. 

And drop this mask of flesh behind the scene. 4s 

With me that time is come ; my world is dead ; 
A new world rises, and new manners reign. 
Foreign comedians, a spruce band 1 arrive. 
To push me from the scene, or hiss me there. 
\V hat a pert race starts up 1 the strangers gazej 50 
And I at them ; my neighbour is unknown; 
KoT that ihe wor:>t. Ah niel the dire effect 
Ot'Ioit'ring here, of death defrauded lung. 
Of old so gracious (and let that suffice) 
My very master knows me not. 55 

Shall I dare say peculiar i& the fate ? 
I've been so long remembered I'm forgot. 
An object ever pressing dims the sight. 
And hides behind its ardour to be seen. 
When in his courtiers ears I pour my plaint, 60 

They drink it as the nectar of the great, 
And squeeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow. 
Retiisal ! cans't thou wear a smoother form i 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme. 
Who cheapens life abates the fear of death. 65 

Twice told the period spent on stubborn Troy, 
Court -favour, yet untaken, I besiege. 
Ambition's iil-judg'd efl'urt to be rich. 
Ala^! anibiiiun makes my little less, 
imbiit'ring the po:>>Cbs'(I, Why wish for more ? 70 

Hij 
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Wishing, of all employments, is the worst; 
Philosophy's reverse, and health's decay! 
Were I as plump as stall'd Theology, 
Wishing would waste me to this shade again. 
Were I as wealthy as a South-sea dream, 7, 

Wishing is an expedient to be poor. 
Wishing, that constant hectick of a fool. 
Caught at a court, purgM off by purer air 
And simpler diet, gifts of rural life I 

Blest be that hand divine which gently laid ' & 
My heart at rest beneath this humble shed. 
The world's a stately bark, on dang'rous seas 
With pleasure seen, but boarded at our peril : 
Here on a single plank, thrown safe ashore, 
J hear the tumult of the distant throng, S] 

As that of seas remote, or dying storms. 
And meditate on scenes more silent still. 
Pursue my theme, and light the fear of death. 
Here, like a shepherd gazing from his hut. 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his staff, ^ 

Eager Ambition's fiery chase I see ; 
I see the circling hunt of noisy men 
Burst law's enclosure, leap the mounds of right. 
Pursuing and pursu'd, each other's prey ; 
As wolves lor rapine, as the fox for wiles, 9 

Till Death, that mighty hjiiter, earths them all. 

Why all this toll for triumphs ofan hour ? 
What tliO* we wad3 in wealth, or soar in fame ? 
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Earth's highest station ends in, *' Here he lies;** 

And " dust to dust" concludes her noblest song, ico 

If this song lives, posterity shall know 

One, tho' in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 

Who thought e\'*n gold might coinea day too late. 

Nor on his subtle death-bed plann'd bis scheme 

Fur future vacancies in church or state, 105 

Some avocation deeming it — to die ; 

Unbit by rage canine of dying rich. 

Guilt's blunder I and the loudest laugh of Hell. 

O my Coevals! remnants of yourselves ! 
Poor human ruins tott'ring o'er the grave 1 no 

Shall we, shall aged men, like aged trees. 
Strike deeper their vile root, and closer cling. 
Still more cnamour'd of this wretched soil ? 
Shall our pale wi;her*d hands be still stretch'd out. 
Trembling, at once, with eagerness and age ? 115 
With av'rice and convulsions, grasping hard? 
Grasping at air! for what has earth beside ? 
Man wants but little, nor that liitlu long: 
How soon must he resign his very dust. 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an hour I lio 

Years uncxperienc'd rush on num'rous ills: 
And soon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key (.f life, it opes the gates of death. 

When in this vale of years I backward look. 
And misG ..uch numbcrj, numbers, too, of such 125 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 

Hiij 
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Ar.H jfrirtcr on their guard, aivJ filter far 
'• To n!fiv lif<*'s subtle eaiiie, I »i.arc<; believe 

> I still survive. An-I am I fond otlit'e, 

J j Wiio scarce can think it possible I live ? 

I" Alive b}' miracle! or, what is next, 

I Alive by Mead! if I am still alive, 

• ' Vv'ho long have bury'd what gives life to live 

rirrnnc s of nerve, and energy cf thought. 
' Liff''^ ieeia not more shallow than impure 

And vapid: Sen^e and Reason shew the doo] 
Call far my bier, and point me to the dust. 
ji O thou great Arbiter of life and death ! 

J . Nature's immortal, immaterial sun ! 

Wiio.^e all-prolifickbeam late call'd me forth 
From darj ne;s, teeming darkness, where I la 
Til'" v/onn'3 inferiour, arifl, in rank, beneath 
The -^.ust I tre.ul on, high to bear my brow. 
To drink the spirit of the golden d.iv. 
And triumph in exi^'icnc;*, and cor.ld'bt know 
No r.'.oti*. e but my bliss, and hast ordain'd 
A ris? in blessing ! with the Patriarch's joy 
Thy call I fellow to the land inikntAvn ; 
I trust in tluo, and know in v,hom I iiwA : 
Or life or death is c»Tual; mi. her weighs; 
All \»eight in this — O let me live to thee! 

'i ho' Nature's terrours, thus, may be repre 
Still fiovviisgriinI)Cut;j;g;jiltj,oint.-> the tyran 
A;;iJ Wikr-.iit.i- all human guilt ? Vtoiu death fo 
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Ah me ! too long I set at nought the swarm 1 55 

Of friendly warnings which around me flew. 
And smil'd unsmitten. Small my cause to smil^ 1 
Earth's admonitions, like shafts upwards shot. 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere 
They strike our hearts the deeper is their wound : 160 
O think bow deep, Lorenzo ! here it stings; 
Who can appease its anguish r lluw it burns! 
"What hand the barb'd, envenom 'd, thought can draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace. 
And turn my sight undaunted on the tomb ? 165 

With joy — with grief, that healing hand I see : 
Ah 1 too conspicuous ! it is fi.x'd on high. 
On high ? what means my frenzy ? I blaspheme : 
Alasl how low i how far beneath the skies? 
The skies it torm'd, and now it bleeds for me — 170 
But bleeds the balm 1 want— yet stiil it bleeds; 
Draw the dire steel — ah, no ! liie tlreiidiui bJesaing 
What heart or can sustiiin or d..rcs forego ? 
There hangs all human hope; that nail supports 
The falling unixerse: that gone we drop; 175 

Ilorrour receives us, and the dismal wish 
Creation had been sniuthe.'u in her blith — 
Darkness his curtain, and his bed the dust. 
When stars and sun are dust beneath his throne ; 
In heav'u itself can such indulgence dwell ^ iBo 

O what a groan was there ! a groan not his : 
Heseiz'dour dreadful right, the load :>ustain'd. 
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And lieav'dthe mountain from a guilty world. 
A thousand worlds^ so bought, were bought too dear: 
^ensati:)ns new in angels' b(,s ^ms ri>e, 
Suspend their song, and make a pause in bliss. 

O for their song to reach my lofty theme! 
Inspire me. Night ! with all thy tuneful spheres, 
Whilst I with scrapJH ^hare seraphick themes. 
And shew to mon the di.i^nity of man, 19O 

Lest I blaspheme my subject with my song. 
Shall Pagan r^.!;es glow celestial flame, 
And Christian languish? On our heartn, not heads, 
Falls the foul infamy. My heart ! awake: 
What can awake thee, unawak'd by this, 195 

** Expended D^i*y on humim wc*a1 '*** 
Feci the great truths which bur<»t the tenfold night 
Of Heathen errour with a golden flood 
Of endless day. To feel is to he fir'd; 
And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to foci. j08 

Thou most indulgent, ino^t tremendous PoM''r I 
Still more tremendous for thy wondrous love! 
That arms with awe more awful thy commands. 
And foul trans,::rrcs ion dip.; in sevenfold guilt ; 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immense ! 205 
In love imn»ensf, inviolably just! 
Thou, rather than t!iy iu.;tico!.hould be stain'd, 
Didst stain the cros; and, work of »vonder<« far 
Tlie {(rea est, tiiat ihy dearest far ml.Kht bleed. 

lioM tlioiight : ohall I dare speak it or repress ? :i3 
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Should man more execrate or boast the guilt fflam'd? 

Which rous'd such vengeance ? which such love in- 

O'er guilt (how mountainous!) with outstretch'd 

Siern Justice and soft-smiling Love, embrace^ [arms 

Supporting, in full majesty, thy throne, 215 

When seem*d its m : jesty to need support. 

Or that, or man, ineritably lost: 

What but the fathomless of thought divine 

Could labour such expedient from despair, 

And rescue both ? Both rescue! both exalt! 220 

O how are both exalted by the deed ! 

The wondrous deed ! or shall I call it more? 

A wonder in Omnipotence itself! 

A mystery no less to gods than men I 

Not thus our infidels th' Eternal draw, 225 

A God ail-e'er consummate, absolute. 
Pull orb*d, in his whole round of rays complete : 
They set at odds Heav'n's jarring attributes. 
And with oneexcellence another wound ; 
Maim Heav'n's perfection, break its equal beams. 
Bid mercy triuoiph over — God himself, 231 

Uiideifv'd by their opprobrious praise. 
A God all mercy is a God unjust. 

Ye brainless Wits! ye baptjz'd Infidels! 
Ye worse for mending ! wash'd to fuuler stains I 231 
The ransom was paid down ; tlie fund of heav'ii, 
Heav'n's inexhaustible, exhausted fund. 
Amazing and amaz'J, pour'd forth the pric^. 
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AH piee htfond: tho' curiouft t« coni|Aite, 
AfchangeUiurd t« cast the mighty mn t 
Its Tahtt vHtiOgilnpM bf Blinds cveate^ 
]^>r cvfr Mei «■! ^toin la tbt Saprenia 

And was OeMMMn y«Ntf Ift wa»| aMi |Mi 
(What can adttlt tMMMty nwc?) teyan* 

The ftiin bdield it— ]ib» Ibt ibMddnf MM • '\ 
BnnrebackUakteftote ttidatfrt v«tt^Ahto4MI 
Not tnch as tM% Mb iricb •■ MalVia Mbni 
AmidnfgMllMnftdlnddBiMtaMhQMi. : . 
A midnight Mir I 4Mcd«etl|to (wMMMtt ^ 
Opposing ij i l MiWi ) ^ Amb WtCnaidkH flMni t r 

Sunt didMthonfl]rtiitMik«*»pti*»tf««IMt 
At that enonnoMlandsif JrtmM gwilt , 
WMch bowM Wa hkiaed hand, tf^MHAmH mt 
Made groan thee«ntito« bnntaartli^ VMWafMn 
WithpangMlnmgepaqgit deUfer*dflfliatdtiidi 
HeUhowl*d; and h*?^ that ho«r fat Ml attar 
Heav'n wept) that men might tmilat Btnr'n 
Might navnr die t— i^ [that 

And itdevotion Tinner *tiscompe1l'd. 
What heart of stoM hnt glows at thoughts Ifta ti 
Such contemplations mount us, and shoaldonoui 
Ttie mind still higher, nor e¥er glance on man 
Ummptar^, nninfiam'd.— -Where roll my thoK^i 
To rest from wonders? other wonders rlse^ 
And strike where'er they roll : my sonl is caqght 
Heav'n'ssaV'ralgnblassingSy clnit'rinig fvoB llii i 
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Rush on her, in a throng, and close her rounds 

The ]iris'ner of amaze 1 In his blest life 

I see the path, and in his death the price. 

And in his great ascent the proof supreme, 270 

Of immcrtaiity. — And did he rise ? 

Hear, O ye Nations i hear it, O >'e Dead! 

He rose ! he rose ! he burst the bars of death. 

Lift up your heads, ye e\-erlasling Gates 1 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 275 

Who is the King of Glory i he who left 

His throne of glory for the pang of death. 

Lift up your heads, ye everlasting Gates I 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 

Who is the King of Glory ? he who slew 280 

The rav*nou8 foe that gorg'd all human race ! 

The King of Glory he, whose glory fill'd 

Jicav'n with amazement at hib love to man. 

And with divine complacency beheld 

Fow'rsi most illumin'd wildr-r'd in the theme. 285 

The theme, the joy, ho.v tlini shall man sustain ? 
Oh, thi' burst gates! crus'i'd sting! dcmoli^h'd throne! 
Last gasp of vanquish'd Death. Shout, curtliand heav'n, 
1 hi<% sum uf good to man ! whtise nature then 
Tcvk wing, and mounted witli !;im from Jio tomb. 
'J'iicn, then, I rose ; then tirot humanity 291 

Triumphant past the crystal ports of light, 
(:-itu| endous gue.<t !) and seiz'd eternal youth, 
bciz'd in our name. E'er since 'tis blasplnrmous 



To call man inortn!. Man's mortalitr HS 

Was ihcn iranifen'il to dtatli ; and hcav'n'f dmitiOB 
Unalifnably seal'il to ihis frail tramt. 
This chtM ordusl.—Man, all-immorta), hail t 
Hail, Heaf'n! all lavish oI'Mrangt^ gitis lo mnal 
Thinealltlivglocy, man's lh«boundl«s bliss. p*' 

Where am 1 wrapt by this triumpbani Ihtm^ 
On Chrisimn joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' Aonian muant I Alas ! amall cause lijrjojJ 
Whailf lopalnimmanal^ ifext«nt 
Ofbting, lopiecludeadneerwo? fl'. 

Where, then, my btuttofiniiDortalilyf 
I boast it siill, tho' cover-d u'er with guilt: 
For guilt, not innccence, his life he poui'd i 
'Tirguill alone can justify his dealh; 
Nuriiut, unlets hiidutn can jusiify ]M 

Kclenliag guilt in Heav'n'i indulgent si^hl. 
U, sick uriblly, 1 r.'lent, be wrii» 
My name in heav'n with Ihat iiivrrled apear < 

(A spear d«ep-ili pi in blood) winch pierc'd hit til 
And opea'd ihtre a font Tor all niinl.iiii], fii 

Wlio strive, who coiiibal cfiinea, to drtiik and Jiw! 
Tbis, only iliis, tubduaa Iht fear uf death. 



:h siep 
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" Pirdva fur inlinile oHenctl ami pardon 

" Thro' mtans thai bj-eak it's valu* liiKllil*! 

'' A parduij bjuniit vrilli blood I ivilU blouldlvIUl 
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" With blood divine of him I made my foe! 

*' Persisted to provoke ! tho* woo'd and aw'd ; 

** Blest, and chastis'd, a flagrant rebel still ! 3:5 

" A rebel 'midst the thunders of his throne ! 

" Nor I alone a rebel universe ! 

" My species up in arms ! not one exempt ! 

" Yet for the foulest of the foul he dies, 

** Most joy'd for the redeem'd of deepest guilt ! 

" As if our race were held of highest rank, 331 

*' And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man !" 

Bound ev'ry heart! and eT*ry bosom bum ! 
O what a scale of miracles is here ? 
Its lowest round high planted on the skies, 335 

Its tow'ring summit lost beyond the thought 
Of man or angel ! Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful ascent with equal praise! 
Praise! flow for ever, (if astonishment 
Will give thee leave) my praise ! for ever flow ; 340 
Praise ardent, cordial, constant, to high heav'n 
More fragrant than Arabia sarriHc'd, 
And all her spicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, so due to Henv'n, shall Praise descend 
With her soft plume (from plan«ii\ e angels' wing 
First pluck'd by man) to tickie niortjl car&, 346 

Thus diving in the pocket:? rf the great ? 
I8 prai e the perquisite of ev'ry paw, 
Tho' black as hell, that grapples well for gold ? 
Oh love of gold I thou me: nest of amours ! )^o 

/^/- mt I. I 
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SiMl 


Praise bcrodcw« waile on virtuudetdt 


Emb 
£«m 
Rem 
A«o 

Uke 
Thel 


Im ifK hKse, perfume Ihf itenth of guiH, 
dirty bread by washing Eibiops feir, 
ving fiilh, or EinUng il from eight, 
verger in icenes where vaca.l pgsis, 
gibbets yel uiiten^nied, expect 



Return, a pottale Praise ! tliuu vagabond I 
TfaoG. [iiosiitute! Id ibe (irir line reiutii. 
Thy Brit, Ihy greatE>l, once unrivall'd ihemei i 

There (low redundant, like Meanciei flow, 
Baek to iliv fnanViiu, lo Uidl p-irenl povv'r 
Who givet (br toovoe t» iMMd, th* thfli^ taM 
The loul to h*. Meo bomag* |nj to men, 
Thoughileu beoeilfa whow dmitiil tje llitj htt, 
In mutotl twtpnfiiuHiro''E'vM>cl7, .' J 
Of guilt to guilt, Md turn their back* on thMt ' i 
Great Sire 1 •bom tbcDMN odMUal ccMBltM itali 
To prottrate u|ili an UMzlag «c«iwl 
D the pmumptiMi of man'i.cpi bi lOMt I— | 
Man'iAuttioflEndl ReMonrl Lnvl uri Ju^pl 
Thineitl ; Day fhinc, end tbitM thU gliNin) •TNi^ 
With all her wealth, with dl bcrndiuit wori^ 
What night ettmaibat ifniwafiMn tliff r 
What heav'n'itneridiinflaiybul IhyNBiia! f 
AtiJ sliati not praiM be ihiac. not bwnan fini«4 
Willie heav'n'ttiieh boat on ballalujahs Uvtl 
O may I breathe ao longer than I brMtb* 
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'aise to him who gare my sottl, 

ifinite of prospect fair, 380 

shades of hell, great Love 1 by thee, 

able ! most unadom'd ! 

liat praise begin which ne'er should end ? 

im, what claim on all applause! 

*s sable mantle labour'd o'er, 389 

renght with attributes divine I 

1 shines! what love! This midnight pomp^ 

s arch, with golden worlds inlaid I 

fine ambition 1 nought to thee ; 

is profusion. Thou apart^ 390 

id ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind I 

ou ? Shall I dive into the deep ? 

tn ? or ask the roaring winds 

ator? shall I question loud 

if in that th' Almighty dwella ? 395 

irious storms in straiten'd reins, 

:e whirlwinds wheel his rapid car? 

1 these questions'* — Trembling I retract; 

soul adores the present God. 

tsuit Deity ? He tunes 400 

tun'd;) the nerve that writes sustains: 

lis being I resound his praise: 

all diffus'd, without a shore 

oral is his throne (as meet) 

.' dispers'd (as standards call 405 

)m afar ;) to fix a point. 
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A central point, collective of his sons. 
Since finite ev'ry nature but his own. 

The nameless He, whose nod is Nature's b 
And Nature's shield the shadow of his hand; 
Her dissolution his suspended smile f 
The great First-Last ? pavilion'd high he sits 
In darkness, from excessive splendour borne^ 
By gods unseen, unless thro' lustre lost, 
Ifis glory, to created glory, bright, 
* jf . . As that to central horrours : he looks down 

On all that soars, and spans immensity. 

Tho' night unnumber'd worlds unfolds to \ 
Boundless Creation 1 what art thou ? a beam, 
A mere effluvium of his majesty. 
And shall an atom of this atom- world 
Mutter, in dust and sin, the theme of heav'n? 
Down to the centre should I send my thought 
Thro' beds of glittering ore and glowing gemi 
Their beggar'd blaze wants lustre for my lay ; 
Goes out in darkness : if, on tow'ring wing, 
I sent it thro' the boundless vault of stars, 
(The stars, tho' rich, wh^t dross their gold to 
Great I good! wise! wonderful! eternal King! 
If to those conscious stars thy throne around. 
Praise ever-pouring, and imbibing bliss. 
And ask tlieir strain; they want it, more they 
Poor tl.eir abundance, humble their sublime, 
Languid their cnerijy, their arduur cold j 
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Indebted slill, their highest rapture burns, 435 

Short of its mark, defective, the' divine. 

Still more — this theme is man's, and mail's alone ; 
Their vast appointments rearh it not; they see 
On earth a bounty not indulg'd on high. 
And downward look for heav'n's superiour praise ! 
First-bom of i^ther ! high in fields of light ! 441 
View man, to see the glcry of your God 1 
Could angels envy, they had envy'd here : 
And some did enry ; and the rest, tho' gods. 
Yet still gods unrcdeem'd, (there triumphs man, 445 
Tempted to weigh the dust against the skies) 
They less would feel, tho* more adorn my theme* 
They sung creation (for in that they sliar'd) 
How rose in melody that child of Love I 
Creatipn*8 great superiour, man ! is thine; 450 

Thine is redemption ; they just gave the key ; 
*Tis thine to raise and eternize the song, 
Tho' human, yet divine; for should not this 
Raise man o'er man, and kindle seraphs here f 
'Redemption! 'twas creation more sublime; 
Redemption! 'twas the labour of the skies; 
Far mere than labour — it w.is de;.th in heav'n. 
A truth so strange, 'twere bold to think it trtic. 
If not far bolder still to disbelieve. 459 

Here pause and ponder. Was there death in heav'n ? 
What then on earth ? on earth, which struck the blow f 
Who struck it ? Who f — O how is man enlarg'c', 

y • • • 

I llj 
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, which displays at full 
ce sever'd from divine, 
ras published on the cross. 
:nd sees not in himself 
rrestrial god ? 495 

the Deity 
mmortal life? 
h not for a worm, 
' mounting soul 
ernily ! at thee, 503 

r, rather, more enjoys. 
' Nature ! how improv'dl 
ines a glorious world^ 
n; heighteo'd alii 
ther self I 50 j) 

le rolls along, 
illustrious still. 
})rd up in shades 
cture's keenest rav, 
prising Fate I 510 

receives my soul 
ptur'd thought .' \vher« gods 
me I What new births 
)reign to the sun, 
s, perhaps whate'er exists, 
on, are forgot ! 516 

f man we form 
to be iust ; 
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Coneeption nnconfio'd waris wing* to reach 
Bqrond its rrach the Godhead only niOK 
He thi great Father ! kindled at one flame 
TlK WDtId of ralioaalt ; one spirit poui^d 
Pron *t)irit'3 awful rounlain; pour'd biiM 

ThWslI their Mills, hui iioi in t 

Prafnc, or tTvgal, oftli' I mf bhi g Otd, . .). ^ .. 
Ai hii Trtu pl«n d w nii ri ri ; anlwtMipat i 
Tbetr TUioai trUi, In iMr nriM« w^itam, 
ir they cotUimH nMloMl, M SMd^ 
Reioifa* ttwB ell iBla hlBMlf ^iil^ 
Hit thniw theU mMic, vA hi* unfle tbeU «•■■ 
Why doDbt we, tfam, the gtetiom tiWh W tfa^ 
Tho' yet uiuaVf M deem'd, pMhajak tMbaUt 
Angels are tqeu of ■ npeilar fcfnd; 
An^li arc men In lighter hlbil cl^. 
High D'erccltitial nwtmtaiiwwtog'd in IU|)il) 
And men are ingeti, loaded fi*r an Iibih, 
Who wade thi* merry rale, and climb wUh pai^ 
And ilipp'ry ttep, the bottom ef the Kecr. 
Angels their Iblltngf, monalilMOC tbeitprtbe; 
While here, of corpt ethereal, taehenroTI'd, 
And summon'd to ibe glorioQ] Handard Mon, 
Which fidme* eiemat crlmioti thro' the *ie». 
Nor are our brothera ttioiightim tJt theirkln, 
Yei abirtii ; but not absent from their love. 
MIcliAelhxifouj^i our battles; Haphasl iDti; 
Our triumph;; Gabriel on otir erratHb flemt. 
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3o?'|«ign r ^nd are these, O Man ! 
thy warm allies ? and thou (shame burn 
\ cinder !) rival to the brute ? 
all. Descending from the skies 550 
man, the goddess in her left 
is world, and in her right the next, 
e sole voucher man is man $ 
le of man ^bove himself; 
night of frailty, change, and death, SSS 
I soul 9 soul that acts a god. 
>vidence I an after-state ! 
footing; here is solid rock; 
port us; all js sea besides; 
lis; bestorms, and then devouFS. 560 
good man fastens on the skies, 
:h roll, nor feels her idle whirl, 
wrptph, frpm thick polluted air, 
I stench, and suffocating dam]>s, ^ 
I horrours, by k^od Fate discharged, 565 
fair eminence, where ether pure 
II, and Elysian prospepts rise, 
ilts, his spirits ca^t their load, 
*n he triumphs in the change ; 
lul, when from inglorious aims 570 

ireets, from ft^culence and froth 
trial set at Iai*ge, she mounts 
region, her own element, 
fs immortal, and ali'ects the skic3. 






10(5 tllE COMPLAIKT. 

Kfligion! thou tl^e soul of happiness. 
And, /rroanlng Calv.iry ! of thee: there shine 
The noblest trutlis ; there strongest motives at 
There sacred violence assaults the soul ; 
There nothing but compulsion is forborn. 
Can love allure us? or can terrour awe ? 
He weeps ! — the falling drop puts out the sun. 
lie sighs ! — the sigh earth's deep foundation s! 
If in his love so terrible, what then 
His wrath inflam'd ? his tenderness on Are ? 
Like soft, smooth oil, outblazing other fires ? 
Can pray*r, can praise, avert it?— Thou, my 
My theme! my inspifation! and my crown ! 
My strength in age 1 my rise in low estate 1 
My soul's ambition I pleasure 1 wealth I — ^my 
My light in darkness 1 and my life in death I 
My boast thro* time I bliss thro' eternity I 
Eternity, loo short to speak thy praise^ 
Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 
To man of men the meanest, ev'n to me ; 
My sacrifice I my God ! — what things are th« 

What then art thou ? by what name shall I ca 
Knew I the name devout archangels use^ 
Devout archangels should the name enjoy^ 
By me unrivaU'dl thousands more sublime. 
None half so dear as that which, tho' unspoke. 
Still glow ; at heart. O how Omnipotence 
Is lost in love! thou great Philanthropist! 
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Mgelft 1 but the friend uf man ! 
», fendeet of the younger born ! 
didst save him, snatch the suioaking brand 
h€ flames, and quench it in thy blood ! 606 
io« pleas'd by bounty to distress { 
is groan beneath our gratitude, 
r birth 1 to favour and confound ; 
ge, and to distance all return I 610 

ove stupendous heights to soar, 
praise panting in the distant vale! 
too great defrauds thee of thy du?j 
?gious our sublimest song. 
:he naked will obtains thy smilei 615 

lis monument of praise unpaid, 
2 life symphQnious to my strain^ 
lest hymn to Heav'n !) for ever lie 
my fear of death 1 and ev'ry fear^ 
of ev'ry evil, but thy frown. 620 

•ee I yonder so demurely smile ? 
i labour, and might break their rest, 
sts ! in homage to the skies 1 
: soft address 1 who mildly make 
usive tender of your hearts, 6^5 

violence! who halt indeed, 
le blessing, wrestle not with Heav'n! 
. my song too turbulent i too warm i 
ns, then, the pagans of the soul ? 
)ue baptiz'd t alont ordain'd ' d ;o 
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To touch things sacred ? Oh for warmer still ! 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs mj pow'n 
Oh for an humbler heart and prouder songl 
Thou, my much-injur'd Theme I with that soft e 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 
Compassion to the coldness of my breast. 
And pardon to the winter in my strain. 

Oil ye cold-hearted, frozen. Formalists I 
On such a theme 'tis impious to be calm : 
Pdssion is reason, transport temper, here. 
Shall Heav'n, which gave us ardour, and has sbev 
Her own for man so strongly, not disdain 
What smooth emollients in theology, 
Recumbent Virtue's downy doctors, preach. 
That prose of piety, a lukewarm praise ? 
Ri.^e odours sweet from incense uninflam*d? 
Devotion when lukewarm isundevout; 
But when it glows, its heat is struck to hesv'n ; 
To human hearts her golden harps are strung ; 
High heav'n's orchestra chaunts amen to man. 

Here ., or dream I hear the distant strain. 
Sweet to the soul, and tasting strong of heav'n, 
8oft-waftcd on celestial Pity's plume. 
Thro* the vast spaces of the universe. 
To cheer me in this melancholy gloom ? 
Oh vv icn will de.iih (now stingiess) like a friend 
Atitnit ir.c of their choir? Oh when will death 
Thi:> n^ould'ring, old, partition-wall throw down 
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s, one in nature, one abode? 
livine 1 that giv'st us to the skies: 660 
'el glorious patron of the past 
It 1 wt>en shall I thy shrine adore ? 
ire's continent, immensely wide, 
blest, this little isle of life, 
ncarcerating colony 665 

Happy day that breaks our chain 1 
mits; that calls from exile home; 
to Nature's great metropolis, 
nits us, thro' the guardian hand 
>ther3, to our Father's throne , 67 d 

our Advocate, and thro' his wounds 
man, allows that tender name, 
akes Christian triumph a command; 
akes joy a duty to the wise. 
IS in a good man to be sad. 675 

u, Lorenzo, where hangs all our hope ? 
the cross we live, or more than die ; 
which touch'd not angels ; more divine 
•vhich touch'd confusion into form, 
ss into glory : partial touch 1 680 

e-w-minent regard ! 
lan, and sov'reign thro' the whole 
n chain of miracles, which hangs 
n thro' all duration, and supports, 
trious and ama/iiig plan, 685 

;, Nature 1 and thy Gcd's renown. 

K 






? 
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That tou'.h, with charms celestial ; heals the bc 
Diseas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in d 
Turns earih to heav*n, to heav'niy thrones tran 
The ghastly ruins of the mould'ring tomb. 

Dost ask me when ? When he who dy'd retui 
Returns, how chang'd ! where then the man of 
|n Glory's terrours all the Godhead btqrns^ 
And all his courts, exhausted by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train. 
Leave a stupendous solitude in hear'n; 
Repleiiish'd soon, replenish'd with increase 
Of pomp and nriultitude ; a radiant band 
Of angels new, of ange)s from the tomb. 

Is this by fancy thrown remote ? and rise 
Dark doubts between the promise and event ? 
I send thee not to volumes for thy cure; 
Read Nature ; Nature is a friend to truth; 
Kati'.re is Christian ; preaches to mankind^ 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 
Hast thou ne'er seen the comet's flamjng flight 
Tir illustrious stranger passing, tcrroor sheds 
On gazing nations from his fiery train, 
Ot length enormous, takes his ample round 
'Jhro* depths of ether; coasts unnumber'd worl 
Of more than solar glory ; doubles wide 
IleiiV'n's mighty cape ; and then revisits eartb> 
Fro;!": the Ion;; travel of a thousand years, 
Thi"; -'.t the dcbtin'd period shall return 
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lie, once on earth, who bids the comet hhza, 7 1 5 
And with him all oUr triumph o'er the tomt^ 

Nature is dumb on this important point. 
Or Hope precarious in low whisper breathes; 
Faith speaks aloUd, distinct ; ev'n adders bear^ 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 720 

Faith builds a bridge across the gulf of deaths 
To break the shock blind Nature cannot shun. 
And lands Thought smoothly on the farther shore. 
Death's tertour is the mountain faAth removes. 
That mountain-barrier between man and peace. 72 $ 
'Tis faith disarms Destruction, and absolves 
From ev'r>' clam'rous charge the guiltless tomb. 

Why disbelieve ? Lorenzo I—*" Reason bids, 
" All-sacred Reasoa" — Hold her sacred still; 
Nor shalt thou want a rival in thy flame : 
All-sacred Reason 1 source and soul of all 
Demanding praise on earth, or earth above I 
My heart is thine : deep in its inmost folds 
Live thou with life ; live dearer of the two. 
Wear I .the blessed cross by Fortune stamp'd 75 

On passive Nature before Thought was born f 
My birth's blind bigot I fir'd with local zeal I 
No ; Reason rebaptis'd me when adult ; 
Weigh'd true and false in her impartial scale; 
My heart became the convert of my head, 740 

And made that choice which once was but my fate. 
*< Ou argument alone my faith is built." 

Kij 



n-Vie".*' ^jVooK" ..s\oO* .we** . 





KIOHT THE FOURTH. Jlj 

Tbes^ pompous sons of reason idoliz'd^ 

And vilify 'd at once ; of reason dead^ 

Then deify'd, as monaFcbs were of old ; 

"What conduct plants proud laurels on 'their brow ? 

While love of truth through all their camp resounds^ 

They draw Pride's curtain o'er the noontide ray^ 776 

Spike up their inch of reason on the point 

Of philosophick wit^ calTd Argument^ 

And then ex\ilting in titeir taper, cry, 

** Behold the sun ;" and, Indian-like adore. 780 

Talk they of morals ? O thou bleeding Love 1 
Thou Maker of new morals to mankind! 
The grand morality is love of thee. 
As wise as Socrates, if such they were, 
(Nor will they bate of that sublime renown) 785 

As wise as Socrates nii^ht justly stand 
The definition of a modem fool. 

A Christian is the highest style of man. 
And is there who the blessed cross wipes off. 
As a foul blot, from his dishonour'd brow ? 790 

If angels tremble, 'tis at such a sight : 
The wretch they quit, desponding of their charge. 
More struck with grief or wonder who can tell ? 

Ye sold to sense! ye Citizens of earth! 
(Fur such alone the Christian banner fly) 7^5 

Know ye how wise your choice, how great your gain? 
lieliold the picture of earth's happiest man : 
*' H& Calls his wish, it comes; he sends it back, 

Kiij 



■' And si;-s he call'd another; that arrir«. 

" Meets the sime welcomp; velhe alill ralI»oti: * 

" Tilloaeeallsliini, who varies not hiaciill, 

" Bui holds him fast, In chuii« of daikne ) beund, 

" Till Nature dies, and judgment aeis him free; 

'* A (reedoni far Ittt welcomn Ihan his chain." 

Bill gfjni man happy ; pant him happy Jong| 
Add ta life's highetlprije her lalMl hour; 1: 

Thai hour, »o laie, ii nimble in approach. 
That, rite a poll, comeeon in full cnreer. 
KoH* twifl ihesliutile flies thai weuvei <hy ahrouif! 
Where iiihefahle ofihy former yeartf li 

Thrown down the gulf of ilcne; 39 far from the* 
A> the; had ne'er been thine: theddv in hand, 
Likeabitdilrugglingtosel Iocs;, ib going; 
Scane now poiviit'i, «u suddenly 'tit gone; 



jch swift 01 
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It Heit, li death advanc'd It 
Ktct.iity k 



i whotrlumpha ibeie/ 
lt-,'!iiiiK t.ir ever id ihefont o/blisb I 
I . .-H, bdakuig 111 Ihr Dell, 
!. II. oi;\ \tl\;t — Ihy conscience (h*ll rqily. 

II (;i>e il l«»vt to speak; 'twill 
Ihy leave una^li'd, Loreiiio ! bear it noWj 
While uselulitsadi-ice, in accent mt Id. 
By 'lie gre»i edift, the divine decrWj 
Tru h isricpmiicd wi'.h man's la»i bdiir; 
Au huufsihour, and faiihful lo hetuusl: 
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Trutl) ! eldest daughter of the Deity ! 

Truth I of his council when he made the worlds ; 

Nor Ies9, when he shall judge the worlds he made; 

Tho' silent long, and sleeping ne*er so sound, 3^o 

Smother'd with* errours,5and oppress'dwith toys, 

Thatheav'n-commission'd hour no sooner calls. 

But from her cavern in the soul's abyss. 

Like him they fable under iEtn^ whelmed. 

The godd^ bui^ts in thundei* and in fl^me, 8 5 

Loudly convinces, and severely pains. 

Dark Daemons I discharge, and hydra-stings ; 

The keen vibration of bright truth — is hell; 

Just definition I tho' by schools untaught. 

Ye deaf to truth ! peruse this parson'd page, S40 

And trust, for once, a prophet and a priest ; 

"_Men may live fools, but fools they cannot die." 843 



End of Night Fourth 
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NIGHT V. 
THE RELAPSE. 

Humbly huerihtd to tht 

RIGHT HOM. THI EARt OF LITCHFIELD. 

I-iORENzo! to recriminate 18 just. 

Fondne^fr for fame is avarice of air* 

I grant the man is vain who writes for praise. 

Praise no man e'er deserv'd^ who sought no inore. 

As just thy second charge. I grant the Muse 
Has often blush'd at her degenerate sons, 
Retain'd by sense to plead her filthy cause^ 
To raise the low, to magnify the mean. 
And subtilize the gross into rcfin'd ; 
As if to magick number*' powerful charm 
'Tvvas giv'n to mai:e a civet of their song 
Obscene, and sweeten ordure to perfume. 
Wit, a true Piigan, defies the brute, 
^: ■' iift?> (,ur iwine-enjoymentsfrom the mire. 

Till- f.ict notorious, nor obscure tlie cause. 
Wo wear -he c hains of plea:;ure and c«f pride; 
i !;«•■(• j^liaic <h- man, and these distract liim too; 
li:.>\v tlui jeiit ways, and da^h in their command«i 
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Pride, like an eagle, builds among the stars ; 

But Pleaaure, lark-like, nests upon the ground. 20 

Joys 8har*d by brute creation Pride resents ; 

Pleasure embraces : man would both enjoy. 

And both at once : a point how hard to gain ! 

But what cann't Wit, when stung by strong desire ? 

Wit dares attempt this ardous enterprize. 25 

Since joys of sense cann't rise to Reason's taste, 
lo subtle Sophistry's laborious forge 
Wit hammers out a reason new, that stoops 
To sordid scenes, and meets them with applause^ 
Wit calls the graces the chaste zone to loose, 30 

Kor less than a plump god to fill the bowl : 
A thousand phantoms and a thousand spells^ 
A thousand opia'es scatters to delude. 
To f scinate, inebriate, lay asleep, 34 

And the fool'd m|nd of man delightfully confound. 
Thus that which shock'd the judgment shocks no more ; 
That which gave Pride offence no more offends. 
Pleasure and Pride, by naure mortal foes. 
At war eternal, which in man shall reign. 
By Wit's addre^i patch up a fatal peace, 40 

And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch. 
From rank refin'.d to delicate and gay. 
Art. cursed Art ! wipes off th' indebted blush 
From Nature's cheek, and bronzes ev'ry shame. 
Man smiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 45 

And lii£uny stands candidate for praise. 
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iiS stn coMVLiin»» 

All writ by mttn in hmvr of dke l«al. 
These stmual ethicki ftr, in biii]L# tnuttcco^ 
The floWrt of etoqlMicfl^ pMfiMly ydsrM 
0'er§pott<iVige,flHMf4iwltmf'iw<d4 ' . 
Can poWfi ofgwii fiiKiw iMr mp^ .r: 
Ani wmmn i M mttmUmwI/ik fang l . ■ 

But let not 
Cond«inii tl 
Kor meuly si 

As 'tit, in H^BMif^wmfkt !«» ■ piiti . 
A poim ia Imt mm m^ Wtm ivlirint l»iaH|^- •»-«' 

Apdrun.tlMMMA#rmli«rti^4***b*- '^''^ 
To visit beia ywtf twittil>ii» :■ , -'4 ■ " ^ '"^ 
And being*!! H9^ «■! KiiiimiiM rfiila*! 7 
Yet spite of this m viA «liMtitaaDt^>. « ^- • -t > 
Well knows Imt wM is BOial iiimlH M fnMb 
Sing Syrens only f 49fH(i t^gftesifig I 
There is in Potsy «<iee«Af pride. 
Which well becMMf l«r when she ijpirf* It Dm 
Her youngertisitr^ htfptif not Moitwiiii 

Think'8tthon,Loi«niot to find pMtlBMi iww 
Ko guilty pastfcm blown into a ilam*^ 
No foible fldttoTd, dignity disgrac'd. 
No fairy field of action, all on ^oWr, 
No rai nbow colours here, or iilkHi tate } 
But solemn coonsels, images of anre. 
Truths which Eternity lets fill 00 roan. 
With double weight, thto* tha9ti<evolrfByj|iMti 
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This deatl9-d«ep silence, and incumbent shade: 7$ 
Thongfats such as shall revisit your last hour. 
Visit uncali'd, and live when life expires: 
And thy dark pencil^ Midnight! daricer still 
In melancholy dipp'd^ imbroifrns the whole. 

Yet this, even this, my laughter-ioving Friends ! 
Lorenzo 1 and thy brothers of the smile I 81 

|f what Imports you most can most engage. 
Shall steal your ear, and chain you to my song. 
Or if you foil me, know the wis^ sh^Il taste 
The truths I sing ; the truths I sing shall feel ; 9S 
And, feeling, give assent ; and their assent 
Js ample recompence; is more than praise. 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield ! nor mistake ; 
Think not unintroduc'd I foKe my way: 
NarcissBj not unknown, not unally'd 90 

}3y virtue, or by blood, illustrious youth I 
To thee, from blooming amaranthine bow'rs. 
Where nil tlie language harmony, descends 
Uncall'd, and asks admittance for the Muse; 
A Muse that will not pain thee with thy praise : 95 
Tliy praise she drops, by nobler still inspir'd. 

O thou, bless'd Spirit ! whether the supreme. 
Great Antemundane Father! in whose breast 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt. 
And all its various rei'olutions roU'd ico 

I'resent, tho' future, prior to themselves ; 
Whose breath caji blow it into nought again. 
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Cr from bis throne some deligated pow^. 
Who, studious of our p«ac«, dMt turn the fbao^X 
From vain and vile to solid wxA. iablkne i K 

Unseen then laid'M nt to delWofit Arwgh t t ,. 
Ofinspinitiqi^.fk«iiiMpmttfccaiiif . ' 
And fnlkr of thi CM* thM thiit Fhfcki bust 
From fiun'd CMtalla; nor b fetallagr'A i -. ^ : 
My sacred thliitydio'ioavii^WBlhHjni^ U 
Thro* pleasliv palkf «f 'Aoml Md dirtet. 
By thee snttaidM!^ 4ad Ifghlcd bjr the tun. . 

Byth«n-baill%Jhladu«t]»pillitoCtlK>iivJbt«' < ' 
Nigbtt arethaliudiyi^lklr iDOti4IIiiminUliOM|ii.<i 
By day the fonl, o'aitont^'liiii'&anccr^ ■ . II 
Stnnn'd by tbtdin, and giddy vrith tbeglaM^ • 
Reels for from maon, joftled by tbt tlKong. 
By day the soul is pwsivief all her tboughtt 
Impos'd, precarious, brofcen, ere mature. 
By night, fkoita objects free, from passion cool, >< 
Thoughts ttncontroll'd, and unimpreaa'd, the birtbi 
Of pure election, afbitrary ranges 
Not to the limits of one world confin'd. 
But from ethereal travels light on earth. 
As voyagers drop anchor for repose. H 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather'd fopperies, the sun adore; 
Darkness has more divinity.for me ; 
It strikes thought inward ; it drives back the sonl 
'i'o settle on herself, our point supreme i ij 
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There lies our theatre ; there sits our judge. 
Darkness the curtain drops o'er life's dull scene ; 
'Tis the kind hanJ of Providencestretch'd out 
'Twixt man and vanity; 'tis Peason't reign. 
And Viiiue's too; these tutelary shades t j5 

Are man's asylum from the tainted throng* 
Night is the good man's friend, and guardian too; 
It no less rescues virtue than inspires. 

Virtue, for ever frail as fair, below, 
Iler te:sder nature suffers in the crowd, 140 

Nor touches on the world \vithc»ut a itain. 
The u'o.Id'i infectious; fiw bring back at ere, 
Immnciilate, the manners of the morn. 
Son^ething wc thought is blotted; weresolv'd 
Is shaken; we rcnounc'd return.i agoio. 14$ 

Each salutation may slic'e in a sin 
L'uthought before, or fix a f.Tmer flaw. 
Nor is it strange ; lij>lit, motion, concourse, noise. 
All scatter us abroad. Thought, outward-b^und. 
Neglectful of our hcme-afiUirs, tlies off 1 53 

In tunie and dissipation, quiis her charge. 
And loaves the breast unguarded to the fee. 

Trcsent example gets within our guard, 
Ari'l ac s with double force, by few repell'd. 
Ambition (ires ambi'.ion; love vf g.in 153 

i trikes like a pestilence, frui. breast to breast : 
Kiot, pride, perfidy, blue v<4pours, bredUie, 
And inhumanity i- ciught fi\/ni man. 
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From smiling man i A slight^ a single g]aqce« 

And sihot at nvidom, often ba» brought lioiiie ' I 

A sudden fevec to tbf throbbing beait . 

Of envy, raivoarr oc lm|i«f« detiic. 

We tee^ we lietf, widi-prrii ; Safety dwdlt 

Hemote ftoiyjniiltitodei Tl» worM't ■ tebool 

Of wtang^vd what pioflciintt tm$m y oMB ^ I ■ i 

We must or tmitttfa.of dfaafia wt ; - 

Most list M their aooompUcet or iMH } 

That stains mm iMnoopo^tMt wounds our pek» 

From Natwo't hirtb, bcnco* Wietaa has been sni 

With sweet ioc«Bi» and laBfaMiVI|brthe<abid^ I 

This saciod shade and aoNtoda what Is It ? 
*Tis the felt paesanee of Hm Del^. 
Fpw are the feolta wo flatter when ilone; 
Vice sinks in her allorrments, is ungilt. 
And looks, Uk other objects, black by night. i 
By night an Athfist half believes a God. 

Night is fair Virtue^s immemorial friend.- 
T|ie conscious moon, thro' CT*ry distent ^ge^ 
Has held a lamp to Wisdom, and let fall. 
On Contemplation's eye, her purging ray. i 

The fam'd Atlienian, he who woo'd ft^om hear Vi 
Philosophy the fair, to dwell ifith inen| 
4nd form their manners^ not inflame thefr pride. 
While o'er bis head, as fearful to molest 
His lab'ring mind, the stars in silence slide. 
And seem all gazing on their future gnest, 
Spe him soliciting his ardent suit 
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In private audience: all the livelong night. 
Rigid in thought, and motionless, he stands. 
Nor quits his theme or posture till the sun 190 

(Rude drunkard! rising rosy from the main) 
Disturbs his nobler intellectual beam. 
And gives him to the tumult of the world. 
Hail, precious moments 1 stol'n from the black waste 
Of murder'd time ! auspicious Midnight ! hail I 195' 
The world excluded, ev*ry passion hush'd. 
And opcn*d a calm intercourse with Heav'n^ 
Here the soul<sits in council, ponders past. 
Predestines future action ; sees, not feels, 
Tumultuous life, and reasons with the storm, 200 
All her lies answers, and thinks down her charms. 

What awful joy ! what mental liberty I 
I am not pent in darkness ; rather say 
(If not too bold) in darkness Pm imbowVd. 
Delightful gloom! theclust'ring thoughts around 205 
Spontaneous rise, and blossom in the shade. 
But droop by day, and sicken in the sun. 
Thought borrows light elsewhere ; from that first fire. 
Fountain of animation 1 whence descends 
Urania, my celestial guest! who deigns 21 

Nightly to visit me, so mean ; and now. 
Conscious bow needful discipline to man. 
From pleasing dalliance with the charms of night. 
My wandering thought recalls, to what excites 
Far otfhcr beat of heart, Narcissa's tomb. 2 1 5 
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Or is it fifbte Natan (4>f "C NrtwUii^ •. 
And brealM 017 spirit into gr^ifiiBiM^^,:,. 
)• It a Stygiagi vjnwiir iiit«^^994H^;di iji i.^.- w . V 
A cold 5\fw. puddle cmpn$Ah^\ WflllM«Ali »v- 
Or is it thus witb«ll4m?^Xi»ls.^|Mt|.i|||||,^ .,;^ 

What are waiHi^W'lUi^Wili/loiV^Yf WW>./ . . ?- * 
And i»ow.«^4iiME- Tq t» Ibfr sp«»,!lf|i!J5PlJl ^ , / 
Our present pitnfm''. OofifPtJf^iUi* W*,/; .1^*3 
For lodging 411}. l9^idmr]ly«|A<»!Hir.clq[*. ^,„ ypiU 
Keasdn, a |i^M c^mtfUs/fllb^t a^^ , . ..^.,^1^11 
The blush of ^jRrcakiWft to t^^^ Pf ,T«n. -. i\ ^v' 
The nobIe»t spirit^ %btiAg|])#r bard fi^a , ,, ^^ni i 
In this damp, dusky region^ chaig*d withstomtfi. 
B ut feebly flutfers, yet i}i)t)ti;ght to fly ; 
Or, flying, short her flight*' and sure her £ill : . '3< 
Our utmost strength, wheR.down, to rise agtio ; 
And not tofifild, tbo' beateo« all pur praise. . <> ' 
' Tis vain to seek in mep for more than man. ,;, j 
Tho* proud in promise, liig.ifij^rtviQui^ tboughti-;; : 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late ^V^ 
Emerging from the shadows tf the gcave. 
Where grief detained me pris'ner^ mounting lufjh 
Threw wide the gates of everlasting day. 
And call d mankind to glory, sliook off pain. 
Mortality shook off,. in aether. pure, ^ 

And struck the stars, now feel my spirits fatj; 
They drop from the zenith ; down I rusli. 
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Like him whom fkble fledg'd with waxen wings, 

tn sorrow drown'd — but not in sorrow lost. 

How wretched is the man who never moum'd ! 24$ 

I dive for precious pearl in Sorrow's stream : 

Not so the thoughtless man that only grieves^ 

Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain, 

(Inestimable gain 1) and gives Heav'n leave 

To make him but more wretched, not more wise. 250 

If wisdom is our lesson (and what else 
Ennobles man ? what else have angels leam*d?) 
Grief! more pro^cients in thy school are made. 
Than Genius or proud Learning e*er could boast. 
Voracious Learning, often over-fed, 255 

Digests not into sense or motley meal. 
This bookcase, with dark booty almost burst. 
This forager on others* wisdom, leaves 
Her native farm, her reason, quite until Td ; 
With mixt manure she surfeits the rank soil, 269 
Dung'd, but not drest, and rich to beggary : 
A pomp untameabie of weeds prevails : 
Her servant's wealth ittcumberM Wisdom mourns. 

And what says Genius ? ** Let the dull be wise." 
Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong, 265 
And loves to boast, where blush men less inspir'd. 
It pleads exemption from the laws of sense. 
Considers reason as a leveller. 
And scorns to share a blessing with the crowd. 
That wise it could be thinks an ample claim ; iT 

L iij 
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And, first, the importance of our end survey'd. 
Friends counsel quick c'ismission of our grief. 3:^0 
Mi.^taken kindness ! our hearts heal too soon. 
Arc they more kind than He who struck the blow ? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts. 
And banish peace till nobler guests arrive. 
And bring it back a true and end!e»s peace i 305 

Calamities are friends : as glaring day 
Of these unnumbcr'd lu^itres robs our sight. 
Prosperity puts out unnumber'd thoughtg 
Of import high, and light divine to man. • 309 

The man who blefs'd, who, sick of gaudy scenes, 
(Scenes apt to thrust between us and ourselves I) 
Is led by choice to take his fav'rite walk 
Beneath Death's gloomy, silent, cypress shades, 
Unpierc'd by Vanity's fantasttck ray ; 
To read hi* monuments, to weigh his dust, 315 

Visit iiis vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 
Lorenzo ! read with me Narcissa's stone ; 
(Narcissa was thy fav'rite) let us read 
Her moral stone ; few doctors preach so well ; 
Few oraiors so tenderly can touch 320 

The fcc.'i.Mg heart. What pathos in the date ! 
Apt words can strike ; and yet in them we see 
Fain: images of what we here enjoy. 
AVliai cause have we to build on length of life ? 
Tt mptations seize, when fear is laid asleep, 323 

Ar:J ill fcr^'^oded is> our strongest guard. 



See: from her lomb, ai Irom : 
Trulh, radiant goddess! aalliw 
And pnis Delusion's iasVy train 10 ffi 
Diipcls the miii our luliry pa 
From objecis low, icrre^lriat, and obui 
And shews the r«al esiimate of ihiiii 
Which nomad, unafflicied, rreria 
Pulls off ihe veil from Virtue '« riling el 
Delects temptation In a thousand Mm. 
Truth bids me took an men as autumn Inv 
And all ihejr bleed for as ihe summer') dust 
Driv'n by the whirlwind: linhledhy ouf b« 
I widen my horizon, gain new pow'r 
See things invisible, Feel thlngi remo 
Am presetit with futuritiei ; ttiink ni 
To man so fareien u Ihe joys posieu'i^fl 
Nought K) much aj those beyond the \ 

No folly trepi ill colour in her sighltj 
Pale worldly Wisdom loses ill Iter chaM| 
In pompoui promise from her K 
If fulurEfale she plans, -lift all i 
Like Sybil, unsubsuniiiil. Seeling bllnj 
AI the lint blast it vanishes in 
Not so celestial. Wouldil Ihou knoO.'fl 
How diD'ei n'oildly wisdom and divine tf 
Jusl as the waning and the Wi 
More empty worldly wisdom ev'ry diyj 

'Vry day more fair her t 
When laler, there's less lime to play II 
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on our whole term for wisdom is expii-*d, 

f hou know'st she calls no council in the grave) 

.nd everlasting f«ol is writ in fire, 

>r real wisdom wafts us to the skies. 

As worldly schemes resemble Sybils* leaves, 360 
The good man*s days to Sybils* books compare, 
(In ancient stcry read, thou know*st the tale) 
In price still rising as in number less^ 
Inestimable quite his Gnal hour. 
For that who thrones can of&r, offer thrones ; 365 
Insolvent worlds the purchase cannot pay. 
** Oh let me die his death 1" all Nature cries. 
" Then live his life." — AH Nature falters tiierc ; 
Our groat physician daily to consult. 
To commune with the grave our only cure, 370 

What grave prescribes the best ?— A friend's; and 
From a friend's grave how soon we disengage ! [yet 
Fv'n to tlic dearest, as his marble, cold. 
Why are friends ravish 'd from us ? 'tis to bind. 
By soft Affection's tics, on human hearts 375 

The thought of death, which reason, too supine. 
Or mlicmploy'd, so rarely fastens there. 
Nor reason, nor aflection, co, nor both 
Conibin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 
Behold th* inexorable hour at hand! 3^0 

liehold th* inexorable hour forgot I 
And to forget it the ihe chief aim of life. 
Thy* well to ponder it ia life's chief end. 
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Is dcaih, ihat evet-ihreat'iiing, ne'er wmotf. 
Thai all-Imporlani, and thai only sure, fii 

(Come when he will) an uneipecicdguctt? 
tiny, Ihu' invited by the loudetl calls 
Of blind imprudrnrr, iinexpecied iiill, 
Ttia' num'raui meBtengen are sent before, 
Ta warn hit gre^t arrival t What the cause, jf« 
The wo ndious cause, of (hismyaletjnui ill ? 
All lieav'n tookidown asioniih'd at ih«sig1ii. 

U it that Life has sown hvr joys ^c> thick. 
We rann'l ihrUil in a single cafe belivem f 
U it that Life ha> such a avarm ofcaLiei, i;; 

The thought of death cann't enter from the thiongf 
It it thai Time steals on with doivay feet, 
Nor wakes Indulgetice from hei golden dreatn t 
To-diy is so like yesterday, it cheals ; 
V/e take the lying sister far the same. 4W 

Life glide; away, Lorenzo I lihe a brook, 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd Ihe change. 
In the same brook none ever bath'J hirn twice; 
To the same life none ever twice awoke. 
Weeall the brook Ihesame; the same w« think 4*! 
Our life, iho' still mote rapid in iii 
Nor mark the much irrevocably lapa'd. 
And minglfd with the sea. Or shall w 
rReiaiiiing still the brook 10 bear us on} 
'ihatlifi^iilikcaveiietoi 
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In life embark'd, we smoothly down the tide 

Of time descend, but not on time intent ; 

Amus'dy unconscious of the gliding wave. 

Till on a sudden we perceive a shock ; 

We start, awake, look out ; what see we there? 415 

Our brittle bark is burst on Charon's shore. 

Is this the cause death flies all human thought ? 
Or is it judgment, by the Will struck blind. 
That domineering mistress of the soul 1 
Like him so strong by Dalilah the fair ? 430 

Or is it fear turns startled Reason back. 
From looking down a precipice so st^ep ? 
'Tis dreadful, and the dread is wisely plac'd 
By Nature, conscious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terrour kind, 425 

A flaming sword to guard the tree of Life. 
I^y that unaw'd, in life's most smiling hour 
The good man would repine; would suffer joys. 
And bum impatient for his promised skies. 
The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride, 430 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein. 
Bound o'er the barrier, rush into the dark. 
And mar the scenes of Providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo ? — Furies! ri^e. 
And drown, in your less execrable yell, 435 

Britannia's shame. There took her gloomy flight. 
On wing impetuous, a black sullen soul, 
^lasted from hell^ with horrid lust of death. 
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Thy fiienil, (he brave, thegall>irii Altimenf 
So cSll-d, so Ihougbt, — and llieii be flwl Iht Dl 
Letsbaieifaf fFBruf dpaih (h^n rxHrof life. 
(J ISrilaiii! in(,>inoiii lor iiiiciile I 
An i'llaiidin rli; nMnncril UrdJtjoii 
From iliewtiok world of Mtionat* bnfdct, l] 
iniimblefil Win«ir'l>"'Ec1>y r^ ' luted limll^ 
\V,i>ii till! il.ictuin,' nor vhiKkthtcoiitliU' 
But ihi.ui be slu>c).'d «vhilc I itieci ilitn 
or scll-iia.'duli, nfoat the motisicr't blrih. 
And bill iil)hot/enrt httt it iviind the wotW, 
Btjm<f nol Ihj' iJMt, not chide tr,» di>i4i>i ton | H 
Tliesun ii '/tnnevctiT, ihf [lime ab»Iv'd. 
Itinnorjt cNmei kinil Nnture iiiver madp, 1 

Th« cnu't I wug In Ed«B miglii ptwtiil. 

And proi'i:! I( is ill)' I'oH]', iiol tli| hlc. 

The soul of man (lei man iu homsge bow 41 
Who naniMhii tout) uni.iii'Bal iheiikiej! 
High ]t9raaivitnr,htrltt^am simuld maiatdni~ 
Utwo1<l, unmor^og'dfbrcanti'iIKlle bribea. 
Th' illutttiiHiiwranser, in iliit tbrelsn la. il. 
Like at»nger>, jealous of tk-r digiihy, |l 

Studioii:! of heme, and ardent to reiarn. 
Of iMr(liaiisi>i iou4 eur h't enchanltd tup 
Wllhcool re !:ei VII light loiuliiiig, >li<iuld indutf t; 
On iinmorUlily, lief godlike latte ; ^ 

Ihsiv tiiie Urge dr>iiignti ; make lict el 

ButiomeieJBCtlhiiSUSl 
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To beggarly vile appetites descend. 

Ask alms of earth for guests that came from heav'n ? 

Sink into slaves, and sell, for present hire. 

Their rich reversion, and (what share its fate) 470 

Their native freedom to the prince who sways 

This nether world : and when his payments fail. 

When his foul basket gorges them no more. 

Or their pall'd palates loathe the basket full. 

Are instantly, with wild demoniack rage, 475 

For breaking all the chains of Providence, 

And bursting their confioenient, tho' fast barr'd 

By laws divir.e and human, guarded strong 

\V ith horrours doubled to deiend the pass. 

The blackest Nature or dire guilt can raise, 480 

And moated round with fathomless destruction, 

2:>ure to receive alid whelm them in their fall. 

Such, Britons ! is the causae, to you unknown. 
Or, worse, o'erlook'd, o'erlook'd by magiatraiCk, 
Thus criminals themselves. I gra:.t the deed 485 
Is inadiicss, but the madness of the heart. 
And what is that ( our utmost bound of guilt. . 
A sensual unreiiecting life is big 
\\'ith monstrous births, and suicide, to crown 
The black infernal brocd. The bold to bieav 490 
ileav'n's law supreme, and desperately rush 
Thro' sacred Nature's murder, on their own, 
l^ccause they never think of death, they die. 
'Tii e.jually man's di ly, glory, gain, 

f\.ur.e I, M 



Alonre toshunandmedliatc h[jen(). 
When by iliebedof languishtnetiiweiit, 
(The seal of Wisdom! if our choke, not t 
Oro'et our dying Irienda in anguish hatig. 
Wipe Ihe cold dew, oririyihc sinVlngbc: 
Number iheir momenii, and in ty'ty ttocli 
Start ai the voire of an eternity ; 
See ihc dim lump of life jiul fcEbly ti/l 
An apini ling; beam, «i us to gaie. 
Then link again, and quiver inia death, 
Tha<*mo&t pillietitk herald of our own. 
How read we such ni seeon? As tent la I 
In perfect veng»anc« i no, in piiy ant. 
To melt him down, like wax, and then In 
Indelible, Death's iniBgeon his heart, 
Bleeding for others, irembling ftir hlmielf. 
We bleed, we tremble, vre Ibr^i, we mrilt 
The mind turn; Ibol hdbre Ihe cheek is diy 
ir quick -returning folly cancels all, 
U the tide niihing rases what [s writ 
JB yielding sands, and smooihsiho ItttcrM 
F^i.oren»l hast ihou ever n'eigh'ditl];hr 
r Orstudy'd the pbiliKOphy oflearsf 

(A science yet uiileclur'd in our schools') 
Hast thou descended deep into the breast. 
And seen their soun:e? if not, descend wli 
trace Ihesebriny riv'letstoiheir^pritii 
jrfuo'til ttitt Itam diS'remcausw rln 
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As if from sep*rate cisterns in the soul. 
Of various kinds they flow. From tender hearts^ 
By soft contagion call'd^ some burst at oncej 515 
And stream obsequious to the leading eye: 
Some ask more time, by curious art dittiU'd. 
Some hearts> in secret hard, unapt to meh^ 
Struck by the magick of the pnblick eye. 
Like Moses' smitten rock, gush out amain': 530 

Some weep to share the fame of the deceas'd^ 
80 high in m^rit, and to them so dear : 
They dwell on praises which they think they «hare. 
And thus, without a blush, commend themselves. 
Some mourn in proof that something thty could love ; 
They weep not to relieve their grief, but shew. 536 
Some weep in perfect justice to the dead. 
As conscious all their love is in arrear. 
Some mischievously ;9ieep, not unapprised. 
Tears sometimes M the conquest of an eye. $4^ 

With what address the scftEphesians draw 
Their sable network o'er entangled hearts ? 
As seen thro* crystal, how their roses glow. 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek ? 
Of her*s not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, 545 

Carousing gems, herself dissolv'd in love. 
Some weep at death, abstracted from the dead. 
And celebrate, ]ic.e Charles, their own decease. 
By kind construction some aredeem'd to weep. 
Because a decent veil conceals their joy. 550 

Mij 
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irhe strange^ weds, and blossoms, as before, 
In all the fruitless fopperies of life, SSa 

Presents her weed, well-fancy 'd, at the ball, 
Ahd raffles for the death's head on the rin^. 
So wept Aurelia, till the destin*d yduth 
Stept in with his receipt for making smilesi 
And blanching sables into bridal bloom. 585 

So wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa's fitt. 
Who gave that angel-boy on whom he dotes^ 
Anddy'd to give him, orphan'd in His birth I 
Not such, Narcissa ! my distress for thee« 
I'll make an altar of thy sacred tomb^ 590 

To sacrifice to Wisdom^-^IVhat wast thou ? 
" Young, gay, and fortunate 1" Each yields a theme: 
I'll dwell on each, to shun thought more severe ; 
(Heav'n knows I labour with severer still !) 
1*11 dwell on each, and quite exhaust thy death. 595 
A soul without reflection, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, first, thy youth : what says it to fray hairs ? 
Narcissa ! I'm become thy pupil now« 
Early, bright, transient, chaste, as morning dew, 606 
She sparkled, was exhai'd, and went to heav'n. 
Time on this head has snow'd, yet still 'tis borne 
Aloft, nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Co^ er'd with shame I speak it, age severe 
OM worn-out vice sets down for virtue fair ; 60s 

With graceless gravity chastising youth, 

Miij 
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That youth cha$tii:>'d surpassing in a faai^ 
Father of all, forget fulness of iieath; 
As if, like ofajcold prefuUng on iImaj^^ 
Death had advanc'd too ntir 119 to be'iMtti v - i 
Or thatlifc'« lMOtiiM-ri|eaM ititoilght» 
And men migkt.lfktd pftdukpiionftom' the gm^ 
I>fathles8, frqmi»(ietiti0n>ofrB|Nrimb • 
Deathless? farfrgmit\Mieh'^$t'daidMirmifi 
Their hearts «r•]b»r3r^cl» ndtfai iPorU lii»ir gni* 
Tell me« some iitdltafgutudlma Aagd I tell i 
What thusinf.tiiatti? wlMtvncbMtamic pliuki 
Tbe phantom of aaafrftm^at «i and-Deaili, 
Already at tte 4oor? Halsiwcicsr ivviiMrlitaii 
A»d yet Wie wiU not bciu^ Wiuft maiU dtfeadi < 
Our untouch'd hovti ? friitt mtnel^ tmm off 
The pointed thot^ght^ whidi from a thoaund^ttiff 
Is daily dartfd, and is daily sbunn'd f 
We stand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around us falling, w.Qanded oft' ourselves, i 

Tho'i)leeding with i>ur wounds, immortal still! 
We see Time's furrows on another's brow. 
And Death iutrench'd, preparing his assault : 
How few themselves in that just mirror see 1 
Or, seeing, draw their inl«rence as strong 1 ^ 

There death is certain; doubtful here: he inust^ . 
And soon : we may, within an age, expire. . 
Tho' p^ray our heads,,our thoughts and aims aregree 
lAkc danicii>'cIpIocks, w^ose hand and bell dissent; 
i'o//r s/jjjj ^ix, while Nature points at twelve. ^ 
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Absurd Longevity ! More, more, it cries : 
More life, more wealth, more trash cf ev'r- kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, whei) relish fails ^ •■ 
Object and appetite must club for joy : 
Shall folly labour hard to mei:d the bow, 640 

Bawbles, I mean, that strike us from without. 
While Nature is relaxing ev'ry string; ? 
Ask Thought for joy j grow rich, and hoard within. 
Think yo\aL the soul, when this life'.-* rattles ceaoe. 
Has nothing of more manly to succeed ? 645 

Contract the taste immortal ; learn ev'n now 
To relish what alone subsi-ts hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth, your joys forever. 
Of age the glory is to wish to die : 
That wish is praise and promise ; it applauds 650 

Pat>t life, and promises our future bliss. 
What weakness see not children in their sires! 
Crand-climac<erical absurdities J 
Gray-hair'd authority, to faults of youth 
How shocking! it makes folly thrice a fool, 655 

And our Hrst childhood might our last despise. 
Peace and eiteem is all that age can ho'^*c: 
Nothing bat wisdom gives the lirst; the last 
Nothing but the repute of being wise. 
Foliy bars both : our age is quite undone. 669 

What foll^' can be ranker ? like our s>hadows. 
Our wijhCd lengthen as our sun dccli^ies. 
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No wish should loiter, then, this side the gitfCt 
Our hearts should leave the world before the IomU 
Call$ for our carcases to mend the soil. - 1^ 

Enough to live in tempest ; die in port : . .. - i -^ 
Age should fly conconney cover in retreitC 
Defects of judgmentj and tlie will's sobdnei 
Walk thoughtful on the silent sfricmn shoM 
Of that vast ocean it most sail so sooq^ 
And put good woikt.on boaid, and Wfit tha.«bl||; 
That shortly blowii OS Into worlds unknown. 
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It unconsider'd, too^a dieadful scenel 

All should he pnqphets to themselves i fonsct 
Their futme fiite ; th^ir ftitalk jto ibietasta; 
This art would ^aste tlie bitterness of death. 
The thought of death alone the fear destroje: 
A disaifection to tliat pracions ^hongfat , 
Is more than midnight darkness on the soul^ 
Which sleeps beneath it on a precipice^ ^ 

Puft'd off by the first blast, and lost for ever. 
Dost ask/ Lorenxo; why so warmly prest, 
iBy repetition hammer'd on thine ear. 
The thought of death ? That thought is the madite 
The grand machine 1 that heaves us from the dttil|4l 
And rears us into men. That thought ply'd bomti 
Will soon reduce the ghastly precipice 
O'erhanging hell, will soften the descent. 
And gently slope our passage to the grave. 
Uow warmly to be wisb'd ! what heart of flesh 4* 
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Would trifle with tremendous? d.ire cx'ucrriC^: 
Yawn o*er the fate of infinite ? what hand. 
Beyond the blackest brand ot censure bold, 
(To Sfjcalv a language too well known to thee) 
Would at a moment give its all to chance, Cg^ 

And stamp the dye for an eternity ? 

Aid me, Narcissa! aid mc to keep pace 
With Dcitiny, and, ere hcrsrissais cut 
My thread <f lifo, to break {his toii'ihiT tliroiid 
Of mortal ^eiith that ties me ts the world. 70a 

Sting thou my slumb'r Jig roason ia send forth 
A thought of observation on the foe; 
To s:illy, end &ur^'ey the raj^d march 
Ot his ten thousand mes:)engi'rs 10 man, 
Wlu), Jehn-Iike, behind him turns thorn all. 
All accident jipart, by Nature slgn'd. 
My warrant I.j gone out, tho' dormant yer ; 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my f.ite. 

Mu3t I then forv.;:id only look ur l\-..ih? 
llc'.ckward I turiiiiiii..' tyc, r.nd find liir.i tliCic. 
Man is a selT-survivcr cv';y year. 
Man, Iii:c a stream, is in jerpetunl flow. 
Death's a destroyer of qrctidian prey: 
My you»h, my nooji^ide his; my yt-i'i rti.iy : 
The bold invader sh.'ircstho prccnt hcv-v. 
K.ich mon'.ent on tlic fornicr ^!lll!b tl..- i\:\.\i'. 
While man ingrowing, life is in ditR.i.v, 
And cradles rock usneaicr to the lur,il'. 
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Our birth is nothing but our death begun* 
As tapers waste that instant they take fire. 

Shall we then fear lest that should come to paii 
Which comes to paM each moment of our lives? 
If fear we must, let that death turn nt pale 
Which murden strength and ardour ; whit lemal 
Should rather call on Death than dread his call. 
Ye partners of my faulty and my decline I 
Thoughtless of death, but when your ncighbour*ik 
(Rude visitant t) knocks hard at your dull sense. 
And with its thunder scarce obtains your ear 1 
Be death your theme in ev'ry place and hour; 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires! 
A brother tomb to tell you you shall die. 
That death you dread (so great is Nature's skill I 
Know you shall court before you shall e^joy. 

But you are learn'd ; in volumes deep you sit 
In wisdom shallow. Pompous ignorance ! 
Would you be still more learned than the learn 
Learn well to know how much need not be kn' 
And what that knowledge which impairs you' 
Our needful knowledge, like our needful food 
Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common field. 
And bids all welcome to the vital feast. 
You scorn what lies before you in the page 
Of Nature and Experience, moral truth; 
Of indispensable, eternal fruit. 
Fruit on which mortals feeding turn to gc 
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I seience for distinguish'd names, 
bmentation of your pride, 
virtue as you rise in fame, 
ingj like the lunar beam, affords 75* 

not heat ; it leaves you undevout, 
leartg while speculation shines, 
curious Indagators ! fond 
g; all but what avails you known, 
Id learn Death's character, attend. 75$ 
'conduct, all degrees of health. 
Fortune, and all dates cf age, 
liook in his impartial urn, 
at random ; or, if choice is made^ 
is quit^ saitastick, and ins^lts 7^ 

njecture, and fond hopes of man« 
it)ess multitudes not only leave, 
disappoint us, by their deaths ! 
our sorrow, greater our surprise. 
er tyrants, Death delights to smite 763 
tten, most proclaims the pride of pow*r 
ary nod. His joy supreme 
wretch survive the fortunate ; 
^vrap th* athletick in his shroud ; 769 

ng fathers build their children's tomb : 
Narcissa! What tho* short thy dale ? 
t rolling suns, the mind matures. 
; long which answers life's great end. 
hat bears no fruit deserves no name. 



'4* '■■ tOMVUIllT. 

The man of wiadom ii the man of rem. ■ 
In hoary youth Mcibiualcma majr die; 
O hoir mitdawd «a Iheir liatt'ting lomlu 1 
Narclna'* jmilb hM tocliu'd ms thiu &r 
And cjn ber gaycv s'^ conaiel toai, 
Thar, like tb« tign'Um'i cracle ofgenM, 
Sparkles iiulriKtlan; Mich u tbcow* new 1, 
And opens msrathtchiracterofDealh, . 
Ill known to (bM, Lortniol thittby vaunt 
" Give Death bia due, Ibe wrctdM^ud tb 
" Ev'a !ei hiBi iireep bis rubbUh to iht fn 
" Let him not rialxte kind Naiiire'i law*, 
" But own man bom (a live u well m die.' 
Wretched and old tbougif'tt bim; Joung 
He take: , and plundei it a tyrajii'tjo;. 
What if [prove, " tbe fanheit front the Iba 
" Are oflenearneit 10 the stroke of fate f" 









A blaze beiokera breviiy of life. 

As if bright embrcd should emit aflame. 

Glad spirits sparkled from Narcisia's eje. 

And m;uie Youth yttunget, aiid laugbt Ljr« 

At Nature.'i opposiles .wage end less wai. 

For Ihisoffiiiice, aslredsDii lo the deep 

Inviolable siupui of his reigii. 

Where lusl and ttirbuletit ambition steep, 

Deolh took swift vengeance. As liu Kf<i Jc' 

yivic lii'e is tiill mure odious ; auj, rcduc'< 
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gprandizes more his pow'r. 
ggrandiz'd ! By Heav*n's decree 
il on her eternal guards S05 

ition of cur end. 

1*8 dread commission; " Strike, but so 
IS the living by the dead." 
1 delights him 4 and surprise^ 
with man's securities. Sio 

uest, triumph is his aim ; 
fear'd, there conquest triumplisnicst. 
bold assertion not too bold, 
arts to lay our fears asleep i 
i purposes wrap up S 1 5 

ilation's darkest night, 
tonfess'd in foreign courts, 
er cover. Death assumes 
:ok of Life, and dwells among us: 
pes that sene his black designs : Szo 
1 wider empire far 
which the Roman Eagle flew, 
a fiddler, charioteer; 
»eton in female guise; 
ed, till the wheel beneath S2S 

elation he devours, 
ts the forms least like himself; 

hence burly corpulence 
car, and sleek disguise.^ 

blccin he loYCb tolurls, 83c 
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Or ambush in a smile ; or, wanton, c&7e 

In dimples deep; Love's eddies, which ditw |b 

Unwary hearts, and sink them in defptlBt 

Such on Narcissa*! cottch be loltMM lo^f 

Unknown, and when ddfcte4|ttll1wMi^ ^ '"ft|| 

Tosmile: such peaeehaa Imwcnee In desth I ' ''^ 

Most happy they! whom teatt hh arta dectlfVi 
One eye on death, and one full llx'd ooheiv^n^ 
Becomes a mortal and Immortal oian. 
Ix>ngonhiswltiesaplqtt*dandJeaioaetpf» ' tfi 
Tve seen, or dieam'd I saw, the tyrant &t€m, ^ 
Lay by his horronv, and pot on hit jimilefl, 
8ay, Muse! for thoa remcmber^tt, call it hapfc * 
And shew Lorenao the surprising scene; 
if 'twas a dream, his fenins can explain, 

'Twas in a circle of the gay t stood .* 
Death would have enter'd; Nature pushHl him bad} 
Supported by a doctor of renown, 
His point he gain'd ; then artfiilly dismiss'd 
The sage ; for Death designM to be conceaiM : V 
H« gave an old vivacious usurer 
His meagre a.>pect4 and his nailed honest 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 
A pamper'd spendthrift, whose fontastick air» 
Well-fashion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 4S 

JJe took in change, and underneath the pride 
Cf costly linen tuck*d his filthy shroud. 
Ill's crooked bow he straighten'd to a cane, 
A (id hid ill's deadly shafts m 'Nl'jw:* ^v 
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The dreadful masquerader, thus equippM^ 860 

Outsallies on adventures. Ask you where ? 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar haunts 
Let this suffice ; sure as night follows day. 
Death treads in Pleasure's footsteps round the worlcJ^ 
When Pleasure treads the paths which Reason shuns. 
When against Reason Riot shuts the door, S66 

And gayety supplies the place of sense. 
Then, foremost at the banquet and the ball. 
Death leads the dance, or stamps the deadly dye. 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. 87a 

Gayly carousing to his gay compeers. 
Inly he laughs to see them laugh at him. 
As absent far ; and when the revel bums. 
When Fear is banish'd, and triumphant Thought, 
Calling for all thejoys beqeath the moon, 87s 

Against him turns the key, and bids him sup 
With their progenitors— he drops his mask. 
Frowns out at full; they start, despair, expire. 

Scarce with more sudden terrour and surprise. 
From his black mask of nitre, touch'd by fire, SSo 
He bursts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery. 
And more than simple conquest, in the fiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, dost thou wrap thy soul 
In soft security, because unknown 885 

Which moment is commis$ion*d to destroy ? 

Nij 
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In 'J?ath*s niT'ertaintv thv danirer lies. 
Is (loath unoeri.iiu ? tlicreLre thou be fix 
I'ixM <i3 p. seiitin?!, r.l! eye, all ear, 
All expectation of the omiug foe. 
' l<ou>e, stand in arms, nor ieun against th 

3 Lebt Slumber steal one moment o'er thy 

J AnJ Fate surpriJC thie nodflinrj. Watcli 

Thus give each day the merit and renown 
\ Ofciyi.'.g well, tho' doom'd but once to dl< 

, Nor kt life's period, hidden, (as from nu 

Iilde, 100, from thee the precious u?c of 1 
Early, not sudden, was Narcissa'.- f.ite: 
' Soon, not surprising, Death hisvisit pai( 

'. Her thought went forth to meet him on Iii 

Nor Giiytty forgot it was to die. 
Tho' fortune, too, (our third and final th 
As an nccompiice, play'd her gaudy plumi 
An! t:v'rY glitt'ringgc.vgiw, on Iicrs'gh 
'J'o c'a::zk: and dcba-'ch it from its maik. 
J)e^'lr> drer.di'ul a'vn! iy. the mark of m; 
An! fvcry tho-j.'Iit tliat nji>:>es it i.-. blinil 
Fojiune with ^'cu:Il liih! Gavcty conspir 
To v:vd\ L- :i triple wreath of happiness, 
( M !-.:i;^i)ir.o s on earth) to chmmi lier iiro 
Ai.'\ c:''ul'I Df'.itii cliaP'e tlno' such a shir 
'ill V .-lili'i'My sliio!'.! invites the tyrant'; 
.\ ^ if to rlauio on; clc atid aims, 
\n<! .>.iwn.;!y j r::'.;'h IiumiUty to mnn. 
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O how portentous is prosper! ty ! 915 

How, comet-like, it threatens while it shines! 

Few years but yield us proof of Death's ambition. 

To cull his victims frpm the fairest fold. 

And sheath his shafts in all the pride of life. 

When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 929 

With recent honours, bloom'd with cv'ry bliss. 

Set U2 in ostentation, made the gaze. 

The gaudy centre, of the publick eye : 

When Fortune, thus^ has toss'd her child in air, 

Snatch*d from the covert of an humble state, 925 

How often have I seen him dropt at oncep 

Our morning's envy ! and our ev'ning's sigh I 

As if her bounties were the signal giv'n. 

The flow'ry wreath, to mark the sacrifice^ 

And call Death's arrows on the destin'd prey. 939 

High Fortune seems in cruel league with Fate. 
Ask you for what ? to give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illustrious spoil; 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And bums Lorenzo still for the sublime 93 5 

Of life ? to hang his airy nest on high. 
On the slight timber of the topmost bough, 
Rock'd at each breeze, and menacing a fall ? 
Granting grim Death at equal distance there. 
Yet peace begins just where ambition ends. 940 

What makes man wretched? happiness deay'd? 
Lorenzo I no; 'tis happiness disdain'd : 

Kitj 



Shecotnes too meanly dress'd to win our Athlle, 
And calls herself Content, a homely name! ' 
Our flame is transport, and content our scorn. • 
Ambition turns; md ihtitB fbe doot agftinit hkt, I 
And weds atoH, ii't«Aj^tvln4ttl*fkds' '>«' ' 
A lempest to w«ifni ttraSitpoft near of kini-' ■ ' ' 
Unknoii4ngwlmtiM»i(ilioi«idibiifer4iidfiiftif; •"■ 
Life's modest joys Wt nitn WMIf^WcTnM/- ni^'' 
And ali our eatatlntn ««B«ds'fo |iMo»;'' ' 
Peace» ihofiUl p»wtori'df MiMilftti<tteltf#v?i * ' • 

And sinoe thy p^Mois de4rir;«nli<tita«:roM I 
Of fortune fond! as <ho«igiit1<Nor»lliflM^' '' 
As late littw Deaths pictiire/t« stlrvpr •-< • 
Thy wholesome fcan^ now, drawnlhconhvsffMi 
Gay fortune'-f, thy vain hopes to vepriitiaiKi.' 
See, high in air the sportive gddtfM hanjgv, - 
Unlocks her casket, spreads her glitt'rlng ware, 
And calls the giddy winds to pufT abroad 
licr random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 
Ail rush rapacious ; friends o*er trodden friends. 
Sons o'er their fathers, subjects o'er their kings. 
Priests o*er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
(otill more ador'd) to snatch the golden show'r. 

Gold glitters raost where virtue shines no morCj 

r 

As stars from absent suns have leave to shine* 
O what a precious pack of votaries, 
Unkeniiell^l from the prisons and the stews, 
I'our in, all op'ning in their idol's praise! 
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All, ardent, eye each vvaftnre cf her hard, 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Mofsel en morsel swallow down unchew'd,, 
Uniasted; thro* m?.d appeti'e for more; 
Cr'crg'd to the throat, yet lean and rav'nou- still; 975 
Sagaciou"* all to tr.ice the smallest game. 
And bold JO seize the greatest. If (blest chance I) 
Court zephyrs sweetly breathe, they lanch, they fly. 
O'er jiist, o'er sarred, all forbidden ground. 
Drunk with the burnii.'g scent of place or pow'r, 98 3 
StJ'.nch to the foot of Lucre till they die. 
Or If for men 5'ou tal^e them, as I mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates sun'ey. 
With aim mismcasur'd, and impetuous speed. 
Some, darling, strike their ardent wish far off, 985 
Thro' fury to possess it : some succeed, 
IJnt stumble, an.d let f:ll the taken prize. 
From ^ome, by sudden blasts, 'tis whirl'd away, 
Ar.d Icd^'d in besoms that ne'er dream'dofgain. 
To .-onic it 5'iicki oo close, that, when tern oil', 950 
Torn is the man, and riartal is the wci'.nd. 
Sc :ne, o'er-enamoui 'd cf their bags, run mad, 
(iruan under gold, yet woej) for want of bread. 
Together some (unh-in y livals!) seize. 
And rend abundance in'o pcvery ; 999 

Loud croaks the raven cf th^ law, and smiles ; 
Smiles, too, thegoddes ; but smiles must at t!to.-e 
(Juiit vivtinij of exoibitant de^ir-e !) 



Who perish at ihcir owa rcqueat, and, wbtln 
Bencaih her load of lavish granti, expire, 
Forlune i« bmoni for her aiunbei* ilain ; 
The number MiuUllrtikliluppIncitcnbMr. 
1^0* *w1oiu for ■ while tbdr (ktet, u Iwt 
OnccuneinrolKethMgall: uDeatb^appn 
AI I ie*d their ri^N backward into Um, 
And monm in JMI piapottlan to tbdr *tan; 

And Dealb'i ■^muh jlf nthodox ttf teo( 
U baifcn-d b^ ibi line e/ForfniW* •ndUt. 
And art tbon 11111 sflMtcn «rhright|oUI 
AndartthoiiMlIInpKiBHertlirMlsr 
Death lorea a thlalngaMit, a ilfnlUowj 
A blow which, while It cneatM, abrnM, 
And iianlei tbooMadtwithadiiMllUL 
A> wbea tome itBtdrftowih otoA,oTfbm, 
Which nodi aloft, and pnHidl]r (pread* hcT A 
The aun'i defiance, and ibc floek't dcfmcc. 
By the itnng itrokei of lab'ring b]Dd».iabdn'dj 
Loud gtoani her lut, and, nuhii^ fram her be 
In cumbtous ruin Ihundert to thegrauitd; ' 
The conscioiu forest Iremblciat Ihe sbocki 
And hill, and slrean), and diitant date, tcmhuk 

These high-aiin'd darn of Death, and thewi 
Should I (oitect, m; quiver wonld be lull; 
A guiver which, sntpended in mid air, 
Or near Iieav'n'& archer, in the zodiack, bnns, 
(So could jtbe) ihould draw the publlck tjt. 
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The gaze and contempiaiion of mankind ! 

A constellation awful, yet benign, 

To guide the gay thro* life's tempestuous wave,* 

Nor sufTer ihem to strike the common rock ; loj® 

** From greater danger to grow more secure, 

** And, wrapt in happiness, forget tlieiridte." 

Lysander, happy past the common lot. 
Was warn'd of danger, but too gay to fear. 
He woo'd the fair Aspasia; she was kind r io{ s 

In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were ble>s'd : 
All who knew envy'd; yet in envy lov'd : 
Can Fancy form Bore finished happiness? 
Fix'd was the nuptial hour. Her stately dome 
Rose on the sounding beach. The gUtjt'ring spires 
Float in the wave, and break against the shore : 1041 
So break those glitt'ring shadows, human joys. 
The faithless morning sniil'd : he takes his leave 
To re-embrace, in ecstacies, at eve : 
The rising storm forbids : the news arrives ; 1045 

Untold she saw it in her servant's eyje. 
She felt it seen, (her heart was apt to feel) 
And drown'd, without the furious ocean's aid. 
In suffocating sorrow* shares his tomb. 
Now round the sumptuous bridal monument 1050 
The guilty billows innocently roar, 
And the rou^h sailor p/issing, drops a tear. 
A tear ?- -can tears sulfice ? — but not for me, 
How vain our cHbrts 1 and our arts hew vain ! 
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The distant train of thought I took, to shun, 10$$ 
Has thrown me on my fate. — These dy'd together: 
Happy in ruin! undirorc'd by death! ' 
Or ne'er to meet, of ne'er to part, la peace. 
KarciMa! Pity biccda at thought of thee; 
Ya thou wast only near me, not myiaU: vh 

Survive myself ^--^dut cnres all other w«. 
Narciita lives; Fhilanderis fiMgot. 
Otbesf^coDunaBcal O tbt tender tiii^ 
Close twisted with the Bhiea ^f 0ia heartl M% 

Which, broken, bnakthnn, uddninofftheMd 
Of human joy, and make it palnto Hvt. 
Andisittbentolifvr WhenaodilHendspiit , 
'Tisthesun1ver4ieii-«-Myheaitl nemgn. ie0 
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PREFACE. 
1* EW ages have been deeper in dispute about religion than 
this. The dispute about religion, and the practice of it, 
seldom go together. T^e shorter, therefore, the diipute the 
better. 1 think it may bf reduced to this sin^e qi/estion. 
Is man immortal, or is he rot f If be is naty all our dis" 
pules are mere amusements, or trials of skill. In this case, 
truth, reason, religion ^ whifb give our discourses such pomp 
and solemnity, are (as will be shewn) mere e^pty sounds, 
without any meat.ingin them: but if any man is immortal, it 
will behove him to bt very serious about eternal eonse(iuinc<»\ 
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vandiofmiK, it, txtnciitt, Itt rmt tttrcmi. 

« Jhij«J sioy trtm It trjivm H. 
Sihiihlt efp.eraiiat ifitHml mm *»rb gun do 
imi«i»ffi; niviUVj mbfiUiirti tmada. 
amtii mMliU. ni fcatr Mid' aidngSn t* 
Jadgtiiiait hgrnlir Ittm m kt wiU cww»w «J 
ibalbmt tuliaiiii*fit<Mif it-, ani^uitl 
11 it lit tii ivlmtl that mb AtM wKflni 
IlaeAtn wtrli eti^und liailiif ntitr b'rftd, ik 
bdinii, iHHirtoCfj/ aci tp!m mnf Vtttim 
Hill ammpt n .'" ttt tier.iPtgt aaurit at, (h 
inattllitfl} U irm^l to tigil *V tit Gtifil! h 
mSTij itIbtGt'f' '^•r'ti" tsirtukUl Fremii 
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^litest means of escaping one, and securing ibe other y and 
of such an earnest and impartial inqShy I wtU iknow 
the conse^uer.ce. , ^^ 

Here, therefore, in proof of this mo^ fundaitientai Irulh^ 
some plain argument^ 'are offered; arguments* iihivei 
from principles uhicb infidelf admit in common -uitb be- 
lievers : arguments xvhici) appear to me aliogetLer irre^ 
sistible, and such as, I am satined, will have great 
ivtigbt with all vfbo ghve tbemsevts the sihall trouble of 
looking seriously into tbeir oivn bosoms, And of observing, 
with any tolerable degree of atteittion, what da ly passes 
round about tlem in the world. Jf some arguments shall 
here occur which others have declired, they. are iubm'.tted, 
with all deference, to better judgments, in tb t, cf all 
points, ■ the most imporlant I for as to the being*of a Gcd, 
that is no longer disputed; but it is uudi.\puled for tbi? 
reuion only, viz. because where the least pretence to r^a' 
son is admitted, it must for ever he indisputable : a^ud, of 
c.'hie^uence, no man can be beirayed into a ditpu e of 
that nature by vahit\, which has a principal share in 
animating our modern combatants, against oiter ar.itles 
of our belief 

Sji£ • (for I know not yet her name in heav'n) 

Not early, like Narcissa, left the scene, 

Kor sudden, like Philander. What aviiil ? 

Tliis seeming mitigation but iiiflames: 

This fancy'd med'cine Iieigbtens the disease. 5 

♦ Referring to Night the Fifth. 
rjume 1, O 
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■ith'sgoil ry L Cfniglit I ^"^ loeall il so) 
h disriiAl doubt and sable tcrrour hung, 
Hcpe's paie lamp il9 only glinnn'ring ray 
e Fdie my melancholy walk ardain'd, 
id Self-loveilsetf loflalleilhete. 
uf[' ! gsi'd, ptaphclically sadl 

S3 IV her dead, whi'e jel in smiles I 

me comforl, and incre^s'd my pain. 
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Less dread the day that drove me to the brink. 

And pointed at eternity below, 3S 

When my soul shudder'd at futurity ; 

When, on a moment's point, th* important dye 

Of life i^nd death spun doubtful, ere it fell. 

And turn'd up life, my title to more wo. 

But why more wo ? more comfort let it be. 40 

Nothing is dead bu: that which wish'd to die; 
Nothing is dead but wretchedness and pain ; 
Nothing is dead but what incumber'd, gall'd, 
Block'd up the pass, and barr'd from real life. 
Where dwells that wish most ardent of the wise? 45 
Too dark the sun to ^tt it ; highest stars 
Too low to reach it ; Death, great Death aljne^ 
O'er stars and sun triumphant, lands us there. 

Nor dreadful our transition, tho' the mind. 
An artist at creating self-alarms, 50 

Rich in expedients for inquietude. 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death's portrait true ? the tyrant never sat. 
Our sketch all random strokes, conjecture all ; 
Clo^e shuts the grave, nor tells one single tale, 55 
Death and his image rising in the brain 
Bear faint resemblance, never are alii e ; 
Fear shakes the pencil ; Fancy Icves excess. 
Dark ^g-iorance is lavish of ' er s'f-.ades; 
And these the formidable picture di w'. 60 

But grant the worst, 'tis fast; new prospects rise, 

Oij 
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And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 
Far other views our contemplation claim, 
Vi^ws that o'erpay the ngonn of our life; 
Views that suspeofl our agonie» in death. 6i 

Wrapt in the thought of immortality, 
Wrapt in the single, the triumphant thought ! 
Long life might lapie, ag^ unperceiv'd come on, ^ 
And find the soul unsated with her theme. 
Its Nature, Proof, Importance, fire my tong. P 
O that my soog could emulate my ioul I 
Like her immortal. No 1-— the sou] dikbiiu « > 
A mark so mean ; far nobler hope iafhunet ; 
If endless age& can outweigh an hour. 
Let not the laurel, but the palm. Inspire. ' 7S 

Thy nature. Immortality 1 who knows ? > 

And yet who knows it not? it is but life 
In stronger thread of brighter colour spun. 
And spun for ever ; dipt by cruel Fate 
In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle, here! !• 
How short our correspondence with the sun ! 
And whiJc it lasts inglorious I our best deeds 
How wanting in their weight ! our highest joys 
Small cordials to support us in our pain. 
And give us strength tp suffer. But how great ^j 
To mingle int'rests, converge, amities. 
With all the f>ons of reason, scatter'd wide 
Thro* habitable space, wherever born, 
Ilcwt'tr endow 'd I to live free citizen«. 
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f univcrul Natur* i to la/ hold, 

y more than feebre tiiih, on the Supreme I 

a call heav'n'it rich unEl'.boinable mlnei 

Ainti which support archangels la tbeiritatc) 

arownl to rise in science as inbliis, 

litbte in the smelt tf the skies ! 

a read creation ; read its might/ plan 

I the bare bosom of the Deil/ 1 
he plan ind exccuCian to collate ! 

o see, before rach elance of piercing thought, 

II cloud, all shadow, biowu remoie, and luvB I 

inysterf — but ihal of love divine, 
'hich lifl» US on the feraph'i flaming wing, 

r inward atiguith, and uf outward i)l, 

rom darkness and from dust, tosuchaKeoel i 

JVC's element r true ji-y's illustrioua homel 

Mm earth's Ead contrail (noM' deplor'd) more iair 

'ith Piijuisile vicissitude of fate t 

css'd absolution of our blackest hour I 

Loienio! these are thoughts Ihal make man man, 

he ivise illumine, aggrandiie the great. i 

ow great, (while yet we tread the kindred clod, 

ie clod we tread, soon Irodden by our ions) 

Jw great, in the wild whirl of time's fu.'st'ill, I 

1 stop, vi paDse ; inirolv'd in high pte.ag», 
iro' Ibt lepg vino tS a ihouaand yean. 

O iy 



To stand contemplating cur dhtvaXsthu, 
As in a magnifying mirror seen, 
Enlarg'd, ennobledj^ elevate divine i 
To prophesy our own futurities 1 
To gaze in thought on what all thought timP9E 
To talk, with fellow candidates, of joys - 
As far beyond ooneeplion as desert. 
Ourselves th' astooithM talkers, and the tale !, 
Lorenio | swells thy boeom at the thoqght ? 
To swell becdBifa thee: *tls an honest pride. 
Kevere thyaelff^Tyand yet thyself despise. 
His nature no man can overrate, and none 
Can underrate his merit. Take good heed. 
Nor there be modest where thou should'st be pre 
That almost universal errourshun. 
How just our pride, when we behold those heigh 
Not those Ambition paints in air, but those 
.Reason points out, atnl ardent Virtue gains. 
And a. 'gels emulate. Our pride how just 1 
When mount we P when these shackles ca^? whei 
This cell of the creation ? this small nestj, 
Stuck in a corner of the universe. 
Wrapt up in fleecy cloi:d and f«ne-spun air? • 
Fine-spun to sense, but gross and feculent 
To souls celestial ; souls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambrosial gales; a..d drink a purer sky ; 
Greatly triumphant en Time's farti.er shore, 
V/here Virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrears, 
V/hile Pomp imperial begs an alms cf Peace. 
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In empire high, or in proud science deep. 
Ye born of Earth ! on what can you confer, 
W ith half the dignity, with half the gain. 
The gust, the glow, of rational delight, 150 

As on this theme, which angels praise and share ? 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in heav'n. 

What wretched repetition cloys us here I 
What periodick potions for the sick i 
Distemper'd bodies ! and distempered minds ! 155 

In an eternity what scenes shall strike! 
Adventures thicken ! novelties surprise! 
What webs of wonder shall unravel there ! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heav'n. 
And light th* Almighty's footsteps in the deep 1 160 
How shall the blessed day of our discharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of Fate, 
And strengthen its inextricable maze! 

If inextinguishable thirst in man 
To know, how rich, how full, our banquet there ! 
There, not the moral world alone unfolds; 166 

The world material, lately seen in shades. 
And in those shades by fragments only seen, 
A nd seen those fragments by the lab'ring eye. 
Unbroken, then, illustrious and entire, 170 

Its ample sphere, its universal frame. 
In full dimensions, swells to the survey, 
^\jid enters, at one glance, the ravish'd sight. 
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From somft superiour point, (^^"here who can tell? 

Suflke it 'tis a point where gods reside) i 

How shall the stranger man's illumin'd eye,* 

In the vast ocean of unbounded space. 

Behold an infinite of floating worlds 

Divide the crystal waves of ftther pure. 

In endless voyage without port ? The least i 

Of these disseminated orbs how great 1 

Great as they are, what numbers these surpass, 

]Iu;re as leviathan to that small race, 

Those twinkling multitudes of little life. 

He swallows unperceiv'dl Stupendous these; i 

Yet what are these stupendous to the whole ? 

As particles, as atoms ill-perceivM; 

As circulating globules in our veins ; 

So vast the plan. Fecundity divine I 

Kxu 'brant Source ! perhaps I wrong thee still. i 

If admiration is a source of joy, 
What transport hence ! yet this the least in heav'n. 
What thir. to that illustrious robe He wears, 
Wlio tosi'd this mass of wonder^* from his hand, 
A specimen, an earnest of his pow'r ? i; 

'Tis to thnt glory, whence all glory flows, 
As tlie mead's meanest flow'rct to the sun 
W'hlch gave it birth. But what this sun of heav'n 
This bliss supreme of the supremely ble^t ? 
Dcatli, only death, the question can resolve. n 

t y Utalh cheap bought th' ideas of our joy ; 
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sas! solid happiness 
•om its shadow chas'd below. 
• we still the phantom thro* the fire, 
.d brake, and precipice, till death ? 205 
still for sublunary pay ? 
igers of the field and flood, 
ke, spin out our precious all, 
an vitals spin, (if no regard 
urity) in curious webs 210 

ought and exquisite design, 
)rk of the brain !) to c^tch a fly ! 
lary buz of vain renown \ 
nortal immortality ! 

»r still !) insiead of grasping air, 215 
icre plunge wc in the mire ? 
at, thro* cv'ry shame, for ev'ry gain, 
taminating traih; throw up 
licav'n, our dignity with man, 
e dirt n:alur'd to gold ? 220 

..v'rice, the two daemons these 
thro' ev'ry slough our human herd, 
d from the cradle to the grave. 

wretches stoop ! how steep they climb ! 
IS burn mankind, but most possess 22^ 
iom, and turn out the skies. 
e to hide eternity ? 

in an atom on the shore 
an ." or a mote the sun .* 
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Glory and wealth ! have they this blimlingpow'r 
What if to them I proire Lorenzo blind ? 
Would i\ surpriie thee 7 be tbon then mrprii'd; 
Thou neither know'ftt : their nature leam fioid n 

Mark well* as fore^ as the subjects utem. 
What close connection ties them to my iheiiML 
First, what is true ainbition ? The puriult 
Of glory nothing less than man can ibare.' 
Were they as vain as fandy-mlnded nun, ' 
As flatulent irith fiunes of self cpplauso. 
Their arts and cpoquMts animals might boast. 
And claim their laurel crowns at well as wisf. 
But not celestial Here we stand ft1on«, ' 
As in our form, distinct, pre-eminent; 
If prone in thought, our stature Is our shame, 
And mart should blush his forehead meets thestli 
The visible and present are for brutes; 
A slender portion, and a narrow bound! 
These reason, with an energy divine^ 
0*erteap8, and claims the future and unseen. 
The vast unseen ! the future fathomless ! 
When the great soul buoys up to this high point, 
Leaving gross Nature's sediments below. 
Then, and then only, Adam's offspring quits 
The sage and hero of the fields and woods. 
Asserts his rank, and rises into man. 
This is ambition ; this is human fire. 

Can parts or place (two bold pretenders 1) ttaSn 
Lorenzo great, and p\acVL Vv\m hom >^t ^bioDg ? 
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Genius and art, ambition's boasted wings^ 
Our boast but ill deserve : a feeble aid I 260 

Dedaiian engin'ry ! If these alone 
Assist our flight, Fame's flight is Glory's fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er so high. 
Our heiglit is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch when I behold, 265 

When I behold a genius bright and base. 
Of tow'ring talents and terrestrial aims, 
Methinks I see, a$ thrown from her high sphere. 
The glorious fragments of a soul immortal. 
With rubbish mix'd, and glitt'ring in the dust : 270 
Struck at the splendid melancholy sight, , 

At once compassion soft, and envy, rise 

But wherefore envy ? talents angel-bright. 

If wanting worth, are shining iubtruments 

In false Ambition's hand, to finish faults 275 

Illustrious, and give infamy renown. 

Gieat ill is an achievement of great pow'rs. 
Plain sense but rarely leads us far astray. 
Reason the means, affections chuse our end. 
Means have no merit, if our end amiss. 280 

If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain. 
What is a Pelham's head to Pelbam's heart ? 
Hearts are proprietors cf all applause. 
Right ends and nieaii^ make wisdom. Worldly wise 
Is but half-witted at its highest praise. 285 

Let gtnius, then, despair to make the great 
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The cause is lodg'd fn immortality. 315 

Hear, aAd assent. Thy bosom burns for powV; 

What station charms thee? I'll install thee there; 

'Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 

Then thou befofe wast something less than man. 

Has thy new post betray*d thee into pride ? 32a 

That treacherous pride betrays thy dignity ; 

That pride defames humanitv, and calls 

The being mean which staflTs or strings can raise: 

That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkness soars. 

From blindness bold^ and towering to the skies. 325 

'Tis born of Ignorance, which knows not man : 

An angel's second, nor his second long. 

A Nero, quitting his imperial throne. 

And courting glory from the tinkling string. 

But faintly shadows an immortal soul, 333 

With empire's self to pride or rapture fir'd. 

If nobler motives minister no cure, 

Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place I 'tis more. 
It makes the post stand candidate for thee; 3 J5 

Makes more than monarchs, makes an honest man : 
Tho' no Exchequer it comroandj, 'tis wealth; 
And tho* it wears no ribband, 'tis renown : 
Renown that would not quit thee tho* disgrac'd. 
Nor leave the pendant on a master's smile. 340 

Other ambition Nature interdicts; 
Nature prcrJaims it mc5t absur'd in man, 

yoliimr /. P 



^Jti FOiniliigal his origin and end ; 
Hpdlk and < mat lit, al IJcsl, liii wbolf (Seinanil; 
Hhm whole domain, at Idii. a 'urfDr^taiici J4[ 

^R% whum, bclween, a wurld may teem loo sm^L 
HpSouIt truly pcu dan forward on Jie wing 
^nfjnsl ambidoa. to iht grand result, 
I I'lKCurtaln'tfalli lliere kc thf bu«kin'd cliief 
Unshod brtiind this moineulary aunt, Jjfl 

ileduc'd to hia ownstalure, low or high, 
A» vii^e »rviiiu« iinkj him, orsnbUntci ; 
Anil laugh at [his fiuiliiklick mummery, 
This aiilick prelude orgrutesque eventi, 
Wlif re d^'arrs iite ot'itD ililled, and beUaj JJ| 

A unlent'..>ofsoulbni'orldso'efrun. 
And naiions Uid iii ttluud. Dredd &-u;ri/i<e 
lu rhrisiian pride 1 which tutd with hurrout thMk'd 
The diickrit pjgan-, offir'd to lh«jr godi. 

O ibou Mo«1 Chritiianl enemy In peace! jl* 

^gam in arms f again provoking F»ie I 
That prince, and tlui alone, li truly gi«»t. 
Whs drdivs iTie sword rel.ictant, gladly thealht; 
On empire but Id 1 wbal euipire far outweigh^ 
And make» his throne > wadald to ihe iklcL jt( 

Why thin =0 rare I b«auM turgol of all 
The day &f death , (hat veiieinlllc dly 
Which sits aajodge; that day which ihilt pi 
On all ouf days, abMlvtiheiii, or condemn. 
Lorenii) '■ never ahut ihy Itioughl agijnu it; 
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Be levees ne*er so full, aiTord it rooin^ 
And girt it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend consulted, flatteries apart. 
Will tell thee fair if thou art great or mean. 

To dote on aught may leave us, or be left, 375 

Is that ambition ? then let flames descend. 
Point to the centre their inverted spires. 
And learn humiliation from a soul 
Which boasts her lineage from celestial Are. 
Yet these are they the world pronounces wise : 380 
The world, which cancels Nature's right and wrong. 
And casts new wisdom : ev*n the grave man lends 
His solemn face to countenance the coin. 
Wisdom for parts is madness for the whole. 
This stamps the paradox, and gives us leave 3S5 

To call the « isest weak, the richest poor. 
The mo:>t ambitious unambitious, mean. 
In triumph mean, and abject on a throne. 
Nothing can make it less than mad in man 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 390 

And give his soul her full unbounded flight. 
But reaching him who gave her wings to fly. 
When blind ambition quite mistakes her road. 
And downward pores for that which shines above. 
Substantial happiness and true renown, 395 

Then, like an idiot gazing on the brock. 
We leap at stars, and fasten in the mud ; 
At glory grasp, and sink in iiifamv. 

Pij 
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It turns a cur:>e : it is our chain m... . 

In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie. 

Close-grated by the sordid bars of sense. 

All prospect of eternity shut out. 

And but for execution ne'er set free. 

With errour in ambition justly charg'd. 
Find we Lorenzo wiser in his wealth ? 
Wiiat if thy rental I reform, and draw 
An inventory new to set thee right ? 
Where thy true treasure? Gold says, *' Not in 
And, *' Not in me." the Di'mond. Gold is p 
India's insolvent : seek it in thyself; 
^>ek in thy naked self, and find it there; 
In being so descended, form'd, endow'd ; 
Sky-born, sky-guided, sky-returning race ! 
Erect, immortal, rational, divine ! 
In senses which inherit earth and heav'n : 
- -^rious riches Nature yields ; 
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And half create the wondrous world they see. 

Our senses, as our reason, are divine. 

But for the magick organ's pow'rfv.1 charm. 

Earth were a rude uncolour'd chaos still. 430 

Objects are but th* occasion, ours th* exploit ; 

Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint. 

Which Nature's admirable picture draws. 

And beautifies creation's ample dome. 

Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake, 43$ 

Man makes the matchless image man admires. 

Sif then, shall man, his thoughts all sent abroad, 

Superiour wonders in himself forgot, 

His admiration waste on objects round, 

When Heav'n makes him the soul of all he sees ? 440 

Absurd ! not rare ! so great, so mean, is mai). 

What wealth in senses such as these ! what \vcalt!i 
In fancy, fir'd to form a fairer scene 
Than sense surveys I In Mem'ry's firm record. 
Which, should it perish, could this world rtcaii 445 
From the dark shadows of o'erwhelming years! 
In colours fresh, originally bright. 
Preset ve its portrait, and report its fate! 
What wealth in intellect, that sov'reign po.v'rl 
Which sense and fancy summons to the bar ; 450 

Interrogates, approves, or reprehends; 
And from the mass those underlings import, 
From their materials sifted and refin'd, 
And in Truth's balance accurately weigh'd, 

V nj 



lit and lavrj , 
tii, and the beauteoui frame, 
i Hud ifis grace, of civil lifei 
s ( adexeeplionO set iiside, 
with m-JsWr hand, acupy (air 
vliDSe induijent thought 
te Cliaos tcecn'd, plann'd human I 
Uli in souls thai soar, div«, range a 

□nc?, in ihoDghi eiciensive, bear 
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Htgb-baHt i fci i ai wiw , heap on heap! for what ? 
*• hntd mmwwaith- and beggar us the snore, 
htDmalw a ridwricnunble for the throng? 4^5 
000 «i thk-lMblcrpvlaey which leaps so long, 
l«iost by miia^lej iatir'd with play^ 
ike niMab^.ftQrii. dttsploding engines thrown, 
« nafMinfei df koanied trfflcs fly ; 
\f dlTcyw. ; fly >to<foicignert, to fees ; 400 

ew nuirtan coarV aadxall the former fool, 
iftw jartlyl) for depcndahce on their stay. 
ride acatter, Bnt, our playthings, then onr dust. 
Dott covrtAludance for the sake of peace ? 
tarn, and lament thj aelf-defeated scheme. 49 5 

iclies «Me ta teiid^p still, 
nd rickaatU! what mortal can ifsist? 
IraawHhh (a cruel task-master!) ci:ijoins 
ew t^H» aiaececdittg toils, an endless train I 
id mohleTa peace, whidi taqghtit first to shine. 500 
le poor an balfM wretched as the rich, 
hose piond and painftil privilege it is 
once to bear a double load of wo, 
feel the atfav* of envy and of want, 
trageooa want 1 bot h Indies cannot cure. 5c 5 

V competenra is vital to content ; 
ich wealth is corpulence, if nq|t disease : 
k, or incnmSer'd, is our happiness.^ 
'ompetence is all we can enjoy. 
»e content, where Hea\ 'n c^ji g\\e no mo re ! 51 o 
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I (juiekeni obt (pidl's 



.'cs in Aaw'ti, lod atiiigi In With «i 
le rich man, wliD denies it, proudly b 

' Ifot know* ihe wi>e are privy 10 ihe lie. 

h [earning thiwi haw liiile marlula knawi 
li wejltii, how btile woildlingi C4n tt^oft 1 
sH II Bibict u< with cnaic!.* toyi, 

I And kcepiut children till we drop loduitiifl 

Tliey r<jl lu find what ili«y si> jOiinly »ei . 
Tim* men, in shining rithM, tee (he face 
I Of llappineai, nor hnaw il is 1 itiide ; 
p But gdie, ind loucii, iiid peep, and peep agiiin, 
with, md wonder ii is 1 
i\v t'eircan rncue opu'ence frnm wanill 
Uvea to NHluta rarely Can be poor 
Who livei to Fancy never ei 

' is the man In debt ; (he man orgald^-l 
In iti'bt to Fortune, tremblei 01 her ptnTVa 
The manofrea^n tmilesal heranddulhf 
O what a patrimony this I. ntiein; 
or such Inherent itrcngth and maje&ly. 
Not ivurlds posicBtcin raise it; world* ile*lni)r^ 
Guin'L ii^urej which lio1d« on it* gloriuiu covCM 
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When thine^ O Nature! ends; too blest to mourn 
Creation's obsequies. What treasure this! 540 

The monarch is a beggar to the man. 

Immortal ages past, yet nothing gone ! 
Morn without eve! a race without a goal! 
Unshorten'd by progression infinite! 
Futurity for ever future ! life 545 

Beginning still where computation ends ! 
'Xis the description of a deity ! 
'Tis the description ot the meanest slave ! 
The meanest slave dares then I^renzo scorn? 
The meanest slave tiiy sovereign glory shares. 550 
Proud Youth \ fastidious of the lower world ! 
Mah's lawful pride includes humility ; 
Stoops to the lowest ; is too great to find 
Inferiours ! all immortal t brothers all I 
Propriciors eternal of thy love. 555 

Immortal! what can strike the sense so strong. 
As this the soul ? it thunders to the thcu^'ht, 
Beason amazes, gratitude overwhelms: 
No more we slumber on the brink of Fate ; 
Kous'd at the sound, th' exulting soul ascends, 560 
And breathes her native air, an air that feeds 
Ambition high, and fans ethereal fires; 
Quick kindles all that is divine within us. 
Nor leaves one luit'ring thought beneath the stars. 

Has not Lorenzo's bosom caught the flame ? 565 
Immortal ! were but one immortal, how 
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icr! envy ! how wouWihronrsaifotBl 
ifconrmnn, is Ihe blessing Insf? 
IKcw ihii tin upihe boiinicDiu htnd oF Heav'n 1 
'lin, Vila, all eUe ! elernltf I 
IS and a needful nf^igt thU, 
r impriannment in abjrct viewi, 
iiKlslJly, 'lUlhat jtone, 
inid lire's paim, abaMiuents, empiEtiMt, 
.Dili caii cam fort, elerale, and Rll; 
only and (hut atnplf thi! peifoniw; 
usabovv lift's pnins, her joysabme; 
' rcrroor those, ancllliese theiiiusire l'>*'i>*1 
.ity dependinf covers all; 
lily depending all achieves; 
latrh al distance ; calls her inlu ihadet ; 

ii herdii'jnetioni; abrog^ia her pow'n; 

The low, the lonv.joyoUE, and severe, 
Fociune's ireaS frowtn, and faiciria'irs smtirt, 
Make one promiscou* and ntgletied Jiesp, 
The man beneath ; if I msy c»tl lilln m»n, 
Whom Immomltiy's full force Inspires. 
^.Ndthini; icrreiin^l laiiches his high iliouglilj 
Suns thine unseeri. and thundert roTt unhe^ ' 
By niindiquilei'on«lou!of l^*iIhigh d*lr« 
Their preseni provmre, snd their Riiurepriiei' 
Divinely dartini; upward ev'ry Klsh, 
Warmonlliewinff. In glorious absence 
Duubi yaulliii iruth? wfty UboursyciUr beM 
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If earth's whole orb, by some due distant eye 595 

Were seen at once, hertow'ring Alps would sink, 
And levell'd Atlas leave an even sphere. 
Thus earth, and all thateanhiy minds admire, 
Isswallow'd in Eternity's vast round. 
To that stupendous view, when souls awake, 6zo 

So large of late, so mountainous to man. 
Time's toys subside, and equal all below. 

Enthusiastick this ? then all are weak 
But rank enthusiasts. To this godlike height 
Some souls have soar'd, or martyrs ne'er had bled : 
And all may do what has by man been done. 636 

Who, beaten by these sublunary storms. 
Boundless, interminable joys can weigh 
Unraptur'd, unexalted, uniuflam'd ? 
Whatslave unbless'd, whofroro to-morrow's dawn Cim 
Expects an empire ? he forgets his chain. 
And, thron'd in thought, his absent sceptre waves. 

And what a sceptre waits us ! what a throne ! 
Her own immense appointments to compute. 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives, 613 

In this her dark minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants, the human soul divine ! 
Too great the bounty seems forearthly joy: 
What heart but trembles at so strange a bliss ? 

In spite of all the truths the Muse has sung, 619 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough ! enough revolv'd ! 
Are there who wrap the world so close about them, 
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ey itf no farther Ittan lh« ctouds, and duKe 

1 liectHeu Vnn!lf'« tinlaitjck toe, 

lit KumbUng al ■ slnw, in their career, (i 

cadlgngihe; plunge, vhetet^dbotlidancEanilsafl^ 
kre there, Lorenio ! U It pnisibic ? 
lie there on eartli (l«me not call tiirm nwo) 
Who ioifj;? -i acui Imnisnal in thflr breasti, 
Uncoiisciuua aa ilie mounrain ffitbon, 6 

De rock oT its itieitlmable gtm ? | 

^Vheii TOtlissliatlmeli, end tnountiins vaniih, 11x4 
Sjiall knoiv their treniare; lr<a«ure then no more, 

Aretliere (si;ll tnoreainaiing!) wbottiiil 
The rising thought ? who smnrh^r, in in birth, t 
The eloriout truth i who Mtugglt to be bnitc* t 
Who thto' ihii bojom-b»rler bntl Ibdr nraj. 
And, with rerm'd ambition, mitt to atnt f 
Who labour downwardi Ihro* th' oppoilng pow'n 
Of instinct, nxun, and the world agatnit tbem. 
To dismal hope* , and shelter In the *hock 
Ofendlesinlghlf night darter than the {TaTc't 
Whollghi the prooftof Itnmanaliqr; 
With horrid zeal, and txectibU arts. 
Work all thtinengines, level their black flit), 
To blot from man thii attiftntt dirlnc, 
(Than vital blood br dearer to the wiat) 
UlBiphFrnen, and rank Athditt to themteln 

To contradict them, tee all Natnre risel 
What object, what event, tbe moon beneath 
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But argues, or endears, an after-scene ? 

To reason proves, or weds it to desire ? 

All things proclaim it needful ; some advance 

One precious step beyond, and prove it sure. 

A thousand ai]g^ments swarm ronnd my pen, 6^^ 

From heav'n, and earth, and man. Indulge a few. 

By Nature, as her common habit, worn; 

So pressing Providence a truth to teach. 

Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain. 

Thou ! whose all-proviiEential eye surveys, CGo 
Whose hand directs, whose spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond ! 
Eternity's Inhabitant august ! 
Of two eternities amazing Lord I 
One past ere man's or angePs had begun, 665 

Aid ! while. I rescue from the foe's assault 
Thy glorious immortality in man; 
A theme for ever, and for all, of weight. 
Of moment infinite! but relish'd most 
By those who love thee most, who most adore. 679 

Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 
Of thee the Great Immutable, to man 
Speaks wisdom : is his oracle supreme ; 
And he who most consults her is most wise, 
Lorenzo ! to this heav*nly Delphos haste, 675 

And come back all-immortal, all divine. 
Look Nature thro', 'tis revolution all; 
All change, 00 death: day follows night, and night > 

rdume /• S ^ 



^^be dviiig d.ij' : tun tisi and ssl. and liic : 




^Hvh liikr» the rxample. See, ilie Bumoi«e*j', 


, a> 


^■iKiihlicrgrBeucliiipleiandinibroalal ftowri. 




M Droop* inio p>llid Auiumn : Wi«i«r guy. 




Hcriid wiih froit, and turbulent with slorm. 




Bl.>Lvs Autumn, aud ht> golden fintti, iw^r. 




Tlien melli imo the Sptlagr soft Sprinp, with bmtb 


Favonian, from warm cbtmhera u[ Ihe »oulh. 
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Rfcallilheilrat. AU, to reflou'iah, Ld« : 




Ai ii> a tvhM) all ilnki lO r^uccnd : 




Embl*mi of man, who paiMs, nai expires, 






fit- 


Nature revoli-w, but man adTanrra; both 




Elerna): ihal aciicle, thU a line: 




Thii gravitates, ibis wafi. Th' wpiring tout. 








Zeal and humility Iwr wings, 10 heav'n. 


tit 


The world of mailer, will! ila vatious fbnm. 




Ail dies mio new life. Life born from death 




l.ulls lh= van m»ii, and shall fur eter mlU 




. o -.ingle s.offi. oiua in being. lo»t. 




V, irh change Dfcouaiti<h«tgeiiheMoH High. 
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What hence mien Lorenio f can it be t 




1 .M.itierimm..rialf a«d shall spirit die/ 




I Abov«ihenob:er«balnmiiobleriuif 




1 Khali man alone, from whom all eiw revive;. 




1 Noreiurrtciionknow.' thai! man nlon*. 
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Less privileg'd than grain on which he feeds ? 

Is man, in whom alone is pow'r to prize 

The bliss of being, or, with previous pain. 

Deplore its period, by the spleen of Fate 710 

Severely dooro'd Death's single unredeem'd? 

If Nature's revolution speaks aloud 
In her gradation, hear her louder still. 
Look Nature through, 'tis neat gradation all. 
By what minute degrees her scale ascends ! 715 

Each middle nature join'd at each extreme. 
To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 
Parts into parts reciprocally shot. 
Abhor divorce. What love of union reigns I 
Here dormant matter waits a call to life ; 720 

Half-life, half-death, join there: here life and sense. 
There sense from reason steals a glimmering ray : 
Reason shines out in man. But how preserv'd 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life ? those realms of bliss 725 

Where Death hath no dominion ? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half-immortal ; earthy part. 
And part ethereal: grant the soul of man 
Eternal, or in man the series ends. 
Wide y awns the gap ; connexion is no more ; 730 
Check'd Reason halts; her next step wants support ; 
Striving to climb, she tumbles from her scheme, 
A scheme Analogv pronounced so true; 
Analogy! man's surest guide below. 

Q'i 



Thus rar all Nature calls on tliy b«licft 
And will Lotenio, careleaa of ihe tall, 
False aliesial ion onall Naiiue tbarge, 
Baitier thiii violarc liis l»gue with Dealhf j 
Renounce liis rusoo. rjilier 



O whit inJgiiiiiy to dcalhlesi souls! 
[ Whai tnuson id ihe miuf»>)' of man ! 
pf mail inunorlal '. Hear the lofly styl«: 

decreed, Ih' Almiehif will de Upne. (j 
" Lei eatlh dissolve, yoa' pond'rai 
" Aiidgfind u^intD dust. The soul iseafc; 

laaa emerges; mounts about lliu wretJi, 
f Asioiv'iingHame from Nature's fuii'ral pyle; 
;r devastation, as a gainer, smilea 
ichailer, Ixit inviolable rigUii, I1> 

" Well-pieas*(l to leani from Thundcc'i impoienic, 
" Deaths point lest darts, and Hell 'sdeteaietlUi 
Jiese cliimews touch not thee, I<u(enM| 
The iilarics ol' the u'orld tliy MViifuU tldtlti 
Other ami>ition tlwn of crowns in 
And superlunary felicities. 
Thy bD.oiii ivaiin I'llcoolllif Ii 
And turn those glories that enchant agahut4 
What Ilea tliee tn l-^ti Ufepruclainli It 
if wise, the ciiiit^ that wounds Xhtt Jt Ihj a 

Come, my Ambiiioui 1 let us rag 
(To iiiouiii Loicnio never can ntia^y 
And frijni tLc clouiJi, where Pride dellghU ^ 
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Look down on earth — What seest thou? wondrous 
Terrestrial wonders, that eclipse the skies, [things ! 
What lengths of laboured lands ! what loaded seas ! 766 
Loaded by man for pleasure, weaith^ or war ! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into service brought. 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
Nor can th' eternal rocks his will withstand : 770 
What leveird mountains ! and what lifted vales 1 
O'er vales and mountains sumptuous cities swells 
And gild our landscape with their glitt' ring spires. 
Some 'mid the wond'ring waves majestick rise, 
Apd Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 775 
Far greater still! (what cannot mortal might ?) 
See wide dominions ravish'd from the deep ! 
The narrow 'd deep with indignation foams. 
Or southward turn, to delicate and grand. 
The finer arts there ripen in the sun. 780 

How the tall temples, as to meet their gods. 
Ascend the skies I the proud triumphal arch 
Shews us half heav'n beiieath its ample bend. 
High thro' mid air here streams are taught to flow; 
Whole rivers there, laid by in basons, sleep. 78^ 

Here plains turn oceans ; there vast oceans join 
Thro' kingdoms channell'd deep from shore to shore. 
And chang'd creation takes its face from man.* 1 

Beats thy brave breast for formidable scenes. 
Where fame and empire wait upon the sword ? 790 
See fields in bloud ; her naval thunders rise ; 
iJritannia's voice ! that awes the world to peace. 
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PREFACE. 

^S we 9ft at xoar HiUb tbt fewer, it were well tfwi were a 
war wUb the euimere rf France, A land of levi.y it 
a laud ef guiU* A eerimu mind it tb: native soil of 
tvery virtue, and the eingle eharacler that does true 
honour to manlniid* The eeui*t ia.tnortaltty has been the 
faveurite theme with the eerieut of all ages. Nor is it 
strange; it it a suhjeet hyfear the moet interetling and im^ 
portant that earn enter the mind efnum. C^bigoest mpintnt 
thieeuhjeet alwayr wat, and alvaye will he: yet iLis its 
bigheet moment teemt to admit ef increase at this day ; a 
sort ^ eceatienal importance it tuperadded to the natural 
weight of it, if that opinion, which it advanced in the /V/- 
face to the preceding Night, be just* It is tuere su^po^ed^ 
that all our inf dele, wbateoer tcheme, for argumnu's iake, 
and to keep thenuelvoe in cewitenance, tlcy patronize, are 
betrayed into their deplorable erreur by xi me douht <>/ // eir 
immortalily at the bottom: and the m»re I comuUi thit 
folumellm A 



PREFACE. 

tbi mare I am fersvadtd pftbeimtb cfthai tpttJ^t 
b the dittiust ofafuturiiy it a ttrange errour,ytt it i 
our into vfbicb bad mtn nay naturally bi^ijtrujedl 
is imposiibU to bid defaneg h final ruin, wilb^tmt 
e in imagination, tome preiumption of otcapt. Am 
t pretvmptiin if tkerof tbert art but two in Naiure: 
two xuitbin tbt eomfass tf human tbovgbt; and Iba 
— Tbat either Coduill not or cannot punub. Const 
ering tbe divint attributes, tbo first is too grots to bo di 
•stedhy ouritrer.gestvnsbtt; ar.d sinco OmtupoUnciisM 
:v.cb a divint attributo Oi boliaoss, tbat God cannot p» 
lish, is as absurd a supposition as tbe former. Cod eer 
tainly can punisb as long as teicked men oiist. In nomx 
istence, therfore, is their only refuge ; and, consequently 
nonexistence is tbeir strongest uisb : and strong vfiHus hao 
a strange it flucnce fin our epihions ; they bias the judgmm 
in a mahmr atmort incredible. At,d tince on this mexi 
oflbeir altert.aiite there are some very small appearance* 
tbeir favour, and none at all on tbe other y they catch at 
reed, tbey lay bcld on this chimera, to save themstltes 
tbe sbcck and borrour of an im.i.edlale and absclui 
spair. 
Onreviixvifg my suljtct, by the lij^bt which this arg> 
and others of like tendency, threw upon it, I uas m 
clii.ed than ever to pursue it, as it appeared to me t 
dtrec.ly at the main root if all our infidelity, in 
Ivwihgpagts, it is, accordingly , pursued at larf^e, • 
r.rguthti.ti Jcr in.K.irtalify, r.tv.' at least to me. 



pjtEPACc. iii 

tund en in tbem. There alto the writer bat made an at- 
tempt to set the gross absurdities and borrours ofannihi'a- . 
tiou in a fuller and more afftcting view tban is ( I think) lo 
be met mtb elsewhere. 

The gentlemen, for vfbose sake this attempt xuas cbiejly made, 
frofess great admiration for the wisdom tf Heathen ami- 
quity : what pity it is tbey are not sincere! If they xvere 
sincere, how would it mortify them, to consider with what 
cor.te.T.pt and abhorrence their notions would have been re- 
ceived by those whom tbey so much admire ? What degree 
if contempt and nbborrence would fall to their share, may 
be conjectured by the following matter of fact (in my opi- 
nion) extremely memorable. Of all their Heathen worthies, 
ocrates ('tis well known) was the most guarded, dispas- 
sionate, and composed ; yet this great master of temper was 
ong/y, and angry at bis last hour ; and argry with his 
flier A; and Angry for what deserved acknowledgmer.t ^ 
angry for a right and tinder instance of true friendship to- 
wards him. Is not this surprising ? what could be the 
cause f The cause was for bis honour ; it was a truly no- 
ble, though, perhaps, a too punctilious regard for immor- 
tality : for bis friend asking him, with such an affectionate 
cohcem as became a friend, " fVhere he should deposit Lis 
remains t'* it was resented by Socrstes, as implying a dis- 
honourable supposition i that be could be so mean ai to bate 
reji^ard for any thing, even in himfclf, that was not im" 
mortal, 

Tbij fjc!^ -Mill tmsiiend, would make our Infidels vi/ith- 

A •' 
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iravi ihiir aimitatisn fiam Secra'it, er mala'Ab 
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vmr, kj Ibat milaiiia aflbii Utuiitinu tiimfU, 
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Tart IL NIGHT THE SEVENTH. 5 

Deaths kiand, like Mercuries, in ev'ry way. 

And kind^ poim us to our journey's end. S 

Pope, who couldst n^ake immortals ! art thou dead ? 

I give thee joy ; nor will I take my leave. 

So soon to follow. -Man but dives in death. 

Dives from the sun, in fhirer day to rise. 

The grave his subterranean road to bliss. lo 

Yes, infinite indigence plann'd it so ; 

Thro* various paitsour glorious story runs; 

Time gives the ptdSicb, endfess age unrolls 

The volume (ne'ei; unroll 'd) of human iate. 

This earth and slags* already have proclaimed. 15 
The world's a propi^iEipy of worlds to come, 
And who what CiocT-Uvretels (who speaks in things 
Still louder than in^%ciQ|rds) shall dare deny ? 
If Nature's argumefillS appear too weak. 
Turn a new leaf, ^ft^Uitronger read in man. 20 

If man sleeps on, inp^^ght by what he sees. 
Can he prove ini)|^ t<) what he feels ? 
He whote blind-^^^ght futurity denies. 
Unconscious b^iip, fiellerophon I like thee, 
liis own indictment ; he condemns himself; 35 

Who reads his bosom, reads immortal life; 
Or Nature there, imposing on her sons. 
Has written fables : man was made a lie. 

W hy discontent for ever harbour'd there ? 
Iiicurabiw- consumption of our peace! 

•Night the Sixth. 

A iij 



6 THE COMPtAIKT. 

Resolve irje why the cottager and king. 
He whom sea-sever'd realms obey, and be 
Who s'leals his w!iole dominion from the wastt, 
Bcpelling winter blasts with mud and straw. 
Disquietude alike, draw sigh for sigh, 5) 

In fate sodi t9nt, in complaint so near ? 

Is it that things terrestrial cann't contfsnt : 
peep in rich pasture will thy flocks complain ? 
>Jot so ; but to their master is deny*d 
To share their sweet serene. Man, ill at ease 49 
In this, not his own place, this foreign field. 
Where Nature fodders him with other food 
Than was ordain'd his crarings to suffice. 
Poor in abundance, famish'd at a feast, 
i< iglis on for something more, when most enj .-:y -d. 
Is Heav'n then kinder to thy flocks than thee ? 4$ 
Not so ; thy pasture richer, but remote; 
I'l part remote; for that remoter p.irt 
Man bleats from instinct, tho\ perhaps, debauch'd 
By sense, his reason sleeps, nor dreams the cause. 50 
Tiie Cf.use how obvious, when Iiis reason wakes! 
fiis gi iefisbut his grandeur in disguise. 
And discontent is immortality. v 

iShall sons of Lther, shall the blood of Heav'n, 
SSet lip tlicir hopes on earth, and stable here, 55 

Witii brutual acquiescence in the mire ? 
X-.orer.zo I no ; they shall be nobly pain'd ; 
l^lic i^lorioiis foreigners, distress'd, shall sigh 
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On thrones, and thou congratulate the si^h. 
Man's misery declares him bom for bliss ; 60 

His anxious heart asserts the truth I sing. 
And gives the sceptick i.i his head the lie. 

Our heads, our hearts, our passions, and our pow'rs^ 
Speak the same language; call us to the skies: 
Unripen'd these, in this inclement clime, 65 

Scarce rise above conjecture and mistake ; 
And for this land of trifles those, too strong. 
Tumultuous rise, and tempest human life. 
What prize on earth can pay us for the storm ? 
Meet objects fcr our passions Heav'n ordain'd, 70 
Objects that challenge all their tire, and leave 
No fault but in defect. Bless'd Heav'n 1 avert 
A bounded ardour for unbounded bliss ! 
O for a bliss unbounded ! far beneath 
A soul immortal is a mortal joy. 75 

Nor are our pow'rs to f>eribh immature; 
JJut, after feeble elfort here, beneath 
A brighter sun, and in a nobler soil. 
Transplanted from this sublunary bed,* 
2b hall flourish fair, and put forth all their bloom. 80 

Reason progressive, instinct is complete: 
Swift instinct leaps; slow Reason feebly climbs. 
Brutes soon iheirzenith reach; their little all 
Flows in at once ; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 85 

Were man to live cceval with the sun. 




The palrisrcb pupil would be learning iilll, 

Vei, dyins, lenve his Itsson hfllf-uiilearn'il. 

Men periihin advanr?, isiflhesun 

Should pel ere noon. In easterji acram diown'il; 

jrfit with dim llliulrtouKo compare, 

Tbr sun's meridian wllh the «out of man. 

I'd in an, why, dcpdame Nature! sojevere? 

Why ihrown aside ihy ni8«ier-piece halF-wmughi, 

While mean- a hand enjoy t 

prif, Bl — " I must die, 

Vornw ^I, wbydieindnad? 

yfhjf^ wiit to misery 7 

irffff of 1 'e the prey t 

Wh^IAl Dk than pain? i 

inis Immort ell. 

Foil ample tuna nr m ill 3mi;9, 

And turn Iheiiale in lavourofihf jusll 

His immortality alone can solve 
Tliat djrkesi of enigmas, hum^n hope, t 

Of all ihcdatkestj Ifat death we die. 
Hope, eager Hope, i)m assassin of our joy. 
All present blessingi treading under Toot, 
Is srarce a milder tyrant than Despair. 
Wiihno past toiUcontent, still i^ inning neir, i 
Jlope turns us o'er to Death alone for ease. - 
I'ossession why more lasteTess than pursuit ? 
Why is a wish far dearer than a crown? 
Tlial ttisli -accomplish'd, why the grave ofbliitf 
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Because in the great future bury'd deep^ 115 

Beyond bur plans of empire and renown. 
Lies all that man with ardour should pursue ; 
And be who made him, bent him to the right. 

Man's heart th' Almighty to the future sets. 
By secret and inviolable springs, 120 

And makes his hope his sublunary joy ; 
Man's heart eats all things, and is hungry still ; 
** More, morel" the glutton cries : forsomething new 
So rages appetite. If man cann't mount 
He will descend. He starves on the possess'd: 125 
Hence the world's master, from Ambition's spire. 
In Caprea plung'd, and div'd beneath the brute. 
In that rank sty why wallow'd Empire's son 
Supreme ? because he could not higher fiy : 
His riot was ambition in despair. 130 

Old Rome consulted birds : Lorenzo ! thou 
With more success the flight of Hope survey. 
Of restless Hope., for ever on the wing. 
High perch'd o'er ev'ry thought that falcon sits. 
To fly at all that rises in her sight ; 1 35 

And never stooping, but to mount again 
Next moment, she betrays her aim's mistake. 
And owns her quarr)- lodg'd beyond the grave. 

There should it fail us, (it must fail us there, 
Jf being fails) more mournful riddles rise, 140 

And virtue vies with hope in mystery. 
Why virtue ? where its praise, its being, fled ? 



i 



Vinue Islnieflelf-initrest pursu'd: ■ 

Whai true leir-lQiemt of quite-mortal nuui 
To close wiih alt Uiat matei fainl hippy btti- 
Kvke (ai'sonwiioiH} 1« onr friend OD Hitl 
Then vireia virlue; 'tuow tn'rtlgngoodi 
lo self-applauw l« vi[tM'«foM*u priwF 
No, self-applause attendi it «d thjr lebMne; 
W hence xlf-applaMe I fiaia cJtnltitntt of I 
And what ii right but atant <if happiDtM t 
No ineaniofha|JpineMirben*irtue yitldi; 
Thai basla taiUng, blU IJM bolldiaK Uo, 
And layi in niincv'ij viililuuljoy. 

The rigid giuidJan of abl*md«ubtii4. 
So long rei'cr'd, w iotig nputcrf wlie,' 
ts wtak, with rank knlgfat-crraiitriu o'eituri 
Why beats ihy bosotn wiih illuuriooi drean' 
Of sclf-eiposuie, laudable, and great? 
OfgdN^nl enterprite,' and glorious death t 
Dii fur thy country ?— thou rornantick fool I 
Seize, sciieihe plank Ihyielf, and let hereir 
'J hy country I what to Ihee P — the Godheac 
(I Bpcak withawel) Iho' h« (hould bid Iheel 
If. u'lih tliy blood, Ihy final hopeia *pilt t 
Nui iran Omnipotence rewatd the blow : 
IJi' lUii; preserve Ihy being ; dinobey. 

Kjr is it disobedietice. Know, Lorenio! 
\Vlijti''cr th' Almighty's subsequent comma 
He, lirsl command i» thit I — " Man, love tl 
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In this alone f^ee agents are^not free. 1 71 

Bxwtence is the baah, bliss the prize; 

}f virtue cost existence, 'tis a crime^ 

Bold violatioo ofonr law supreroe. 

Black luicide^ tho' nations, which consult 17$ 

Their gain at thy expence, resound applause. 

Since virtue's recompence is doubtful here. 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand 
Why is man suffer'd to be gocd in vain 7 
Why to be good in vain is man enjoin'd ? i So 

Why to be good in vain is man betray'd ? 
Bctray'd by traitors lodg'd in his own breast. 
By sweet complacencies from virtue felt I 
Why whispers Nature lies on Virtue's part ; 
Or if blind Instinct (which assumes the name 185 
Of sacnd Conscience) plays ttie fool in man, 
, Why Reason maide accomplice in the cheat ? 
Why are the wisest loudest in her praise ? 
Can man by reason's beam be led astray ? 
Or, at his peril, imitate his God ? 19Q 

Since virtue sometimes ruins U3 on earth. 
Or both ait true, or man survives the grave. 

Or man survives the grave, or own, Lorenzo, 
Thy boast supreme a wild absurdity. 
Dauntless thy spirit, cowards are thy scor.u 19s 

Grant roan immortal, and thy sccrn ii j jst* 
Tiie man immortal, rationally brave, 

P«res rush on dcith—because he cannot die : 
.... .1 
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But if man loses all when life is lost^ 

He lives a coward, or a fool expires. iM 

A daring Infidel, (and such there are^ 

From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge. 

Or pure heroical defect of thought) 

Of all earth's madmen most deserves a chain. 

W hen to the grave we follow the renown'd 10$ 
For valour, virtue, science, all we love^ 
And all we praise ; for worth whose noontide heuot 
Enabling us to think in higher style. 
Mends our ideas of ethereal pow'rs. 
Dream we that lustre of the moral world 2ia 

Goes out in stench, and rottenness the close ? 
Why was he wise to know, and warm to praise. 
And strenuous to transcribe,* in human life. 
The Mind almighty ? Could it be that Fate, 
Just when the lineaments began to shine, 21J 

And dawn the Deity, should snatch the draught. 
With night eternal blot it out, and give 
The skies alarm, lest ant?els too might die ? 

If human souls, why not angelick too, 
F.xtinguish'd, and a solitary God, 
O'er ghastly ruin, frowning from his throne? 
Shall ue this moment gaze on God in man, 
The next lose man for ever in the dust ? 
i-'roni dust we disengage, or man mistakes, 
Ai;>l there, where least his judgment fears a flaw, 225 
Wibdoin and worth how boldly he commends ! 
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nd worth are sacred names ; rever'd 
embrac'd ; applauded ! deify 'd ! 
:ompassion'd too ? If spirits die, 
alamities, inflicted both 230 

IS but more wretched. Wisdom's eye 
what ? to spy more miseries ; 
I so recompensed, new points their stings, 
rmounts the grave, or gain is less, 
1 exalted humbles us the more. 235 

not patronize a scheme that makes 
and vice the refuge of mankind, 
irtue then nojoys?"— Yes, joys dear bought. 
r so long, in this imperfect state 
1 vice are at eternal war. 240 

combat ; and who fights for nought, 
:arious, or for small reward ? 
je's self-reward so loud resound, 
kc degrees angelick here below, 
e, while they compliment, betray 255 

motives and unfaithful guards, 
n, th' unlading crown, her soul inspires: 
and that alone, can countervail 
's treacheries and the world's assaults, 
i poor pay our famish'd virtue dies : 250 

ontcbtable ! in spite of all 

las preacird, or a V e believ'd. 

the more we d.ve tlie mere we see 
iignct stamping un immortal make. 
U, B 
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ik widi tnuh, but veneration too) 

» ft monster^ the reproach of Heav'ii^ 

a, ft dark impenetrable cloud 285 

itore's beauteous aspect^ and deforms; 

:\ng blotl) deforms her with her k)rd. 

1 it man's allotment^ what is heav'n ? 

1 the soul immojftaly or bl^pbeme. 

srn the soul immortal^ or invert 290 

er. G04 Mock-magesty ! go, Man t 

m to thy superiours of the stall^ 

!v'ry scene of sense superiour far : 

rate the turf untill'd^ they drink the stream 

v*d, -•nd ever full^ and unimbitter'd igs 

loobt% fears, fruitless hopes, regrets, despairs^ 

id's peculiar 1 Reason's precious dower ! 

ign clime they ransack for their robes^ 

ithcrs cite to the litigious bar; 

ood is good entire, hnmix'd, unmarr'd ; 300 

od a paradise in ev'ry field; 

g;hs forbidden where no curses han^ : 

1 no more than strikes the sense, unstretch'd 

ious dread, or murmur in the rear-: 

he worst comes, it comes unfear'd ; one stroke 

ind ends their wo: they die but once ; 3c(> 

incommunicable privilege! for wiiich 

ia!i, who rules the globe and reads the stars, 

iher or hero, sighs in vain. 

nt for this prerogative in brutes, 3 1 o 




No day, no glimpse o{ ity, t 

Bui what benms on it from e\ 

O sole ani) sweet wlullon ! that ui 

The difficult, nnd soften* the severe: 

The cloud on Nature's bejutrous htf dispels ; jil 

Reitores bright order ; casts the bnite beneatlt, 

A nd reinthrones us in Bupremacy 

or JDV, eVn here. Admit immomt life. 

And virlue il knlght-erranlrl' no more ; 

Esch virtue brings iti hand r golden ftower, j» 

Far rirher in reversion : hope cxulti. 

And tlio' much bitter in our cup l> thrown, 

Predominales, and gives the taste of lieav'n. 

O wherefote is the Deity -o kind i 

Astonishing beyond iisTonishmenI'. ;it 

Heav'n our reward — fbrheav'n enjoy'd below. 

Still unsubdu'd thy itubboin lieait f-^for there 
The Iruilor lurks who doubts the truth 1 sing. 
Season IK guil-less: will alone rebels. 
'What, in that stubbolTi heart, if I should find )]0 
New unexpccled wimeues against thee t 
I Ainbiiion. Pleasure, nnd (he Love of gain 1 
' Canst thou suspect Ihit these, which make the soul 
The slave of earth, should own her heir of hea»'n t 
Caiisl thou inspect what makes ui diabelicve nl 
<Jur imuiormlity should prove it sure? 

Flrtl, then. Ambition summon to ilie bar, 
Ambilion'E shame, e.ilravagance, disgutl. 
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And inextinguishible niture, speak : ' 

Each mndi dcpotet ; hear them in their turn. 340 

Thy ionl^ how paasumately ibnd of hmt I 
fUm aniidas that (ond passion to conceal I 
We Uiishy deiecfed in designs on praise^ 
Tho' fior bttt de^d^, and from the best of men ; 
And why? bteanse immortal.' Artdifine 34:5 

Hit maide the body tutor to the sbnl ; 
Hear'n kindly gives our blood a moral flow. 
Bids it ascend tlie glowing cheek, and there 
Vpbraid that little head's inglorious aim 
Which stoops to'court a character for man, 350 

While o'er us, in tremendous judgment, sit 
#ar more than man, with endless prais« and blame. 

Ambition's boundless appetite outspeaks 
Tbt verdict of its shame. When souls take fire 
At high presumptions of their own desert, 35; 

Opt age is poor applause : the mighty shout. 
The thunder by the living few begun, 
late Time must echo, worlds unborn resound. 
We wish our naknes eternally to live ; 
Wilddfcaml wiiich ne'ei^had haunted human thought/ 
fiiid not onr natures l>een eternal too. 361 

InAinct poinu out ah int'rest in hereafter, 
Bnt our blind reason sees not wh^ it lies, 
Otf teeing, gives the substance for the shade. 

Fame is the shade of immortality, 365 

And in Itself • shadow : scon as caught 




at hii liciglil, 
nsttd. Thii ihird proof Ainbiliun bcingt 
niTiQriaUl;, Thr 6nt in fame, 
ive him ii»r, your envy will jbille ; 



s 



And iviiy i bm le inv 

Ills heati; far ii. loT)' caiii ; 

Ii calls in ivhispen, y^. .. is< hear. 

Anil can Ambilion afouiFii p.oaf supply? 

I I i£in, and ilronger ihaii the furmrt ihrcc, jta 
Vci quite o'erlooli'd by tome reputed uiee, 

Tliu' disappoint tnents in ambition pain, 
Atiillho'5UCi:euditgu9ls, yelitill, LoretiMl ' 

III v.iiii we strive lo pluck il from our hearit, 

Jly Nature planted fur ihe noblest ends, jlj 

/.bsurd the fam'd advice lo Pytrhu! giv'n. 
Mure pr.iis'd than ponder'd; speciuus-, but unsound: 
Sooner that heru'S sword (lie »oild hjil (jueil'd. 

An (ibfiinate activity »ilhin, jjo 

All in&uppreasive spring will toil him up 
111 bpiieof Fortune's load. Nol kings alone, 

Kriiii ii[Jagfr has liis ambition loo. 
I^u juli^ii pruudci llian his fellcr'd slare. 
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jtave* build tbdr little Babylons of straw, 395 

£cbo the proud Assyrian in their hearts. 

And cry,—'' Behold the wonderi of my might!" 

And why? because immortal as their lord ; 

And souls immortal must for ever heave 

At something great; the glitter or the gold ; 400 

The praise of mortals, or the praise of Heav'n. 
Nor absolutely vain is human praise. 

When human is supported by divine. 

I'll introduce I^orenzo to himself; 

Pleasure and Pride (bad masters !) share our hearts. 

As kyve of pleasure is ordain'd to guard 406 

And feed our bodies, and extend our race. 

The love of praise is planted to protect 

And propagate the glories of the mind. 

What is it, but the love of praise, inspires, 410 

Matures, refines, embellishes, exalts, 

Earth's happinos ? frcm that the delicate. 

The grand^ the marvellous, of civil life. 

Want and convenience, underworkers, lay 

The basis on which love of glory builds. 41 5 

Nor is thy life, O Virtue 1 less in debt 

To pnm, thy secret-stimulating friend. 

Were men not proud, what merit should ive miss I 

Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world. 

Praise it the salt that seasons right to man, 4; 

And whets bis appetite fer moral good. 

Thint of applause is Virtue's second guard. 




Tl^;''^ ^'J^'.juliDoal jon tails. 

O how >" / jnwovEn '" "^^ , „jtcV fle* \ 
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'Tls tUne to tell us where true treasure lies; 

But RcMon, lluling to diSchai^g^ her trust. 

Or to t|« deaf dMoLTging it in rain, 

A blander Ibllowt, and blind Industry, 

GalI'd b^ the spur, but stmnger to the co urse, 4 5 5 

(The coarse where stakes of more than gold are won) 

O'erloadiDg with the cares of distant age 

The jaded s|>irits of the present hour, 

Proirides for an eternity below. 

*' TbOQ shalt not covet," is a wise command, 460 
But bounded to the wealth the sun surveys. 
Look fiuther, the command stands quite revers'd. 
And av'rke is a virtue most divine. 
Is faith a refuge for our happiness ? 
Most sure; and is it not for reason too ? 465 

Nothiog this world unriddles but the next. 
Whence inextinguishable thirst of gain ? 
From inextinguishable life in man : 
Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the skies. 
Had wanted wing to fly so far in guilt 47a 

Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice ; 
Yet still their root is immortality: 
These its wild growths, so bitter and so base, 
(Pain and reproach 1) religion can reclaim, 
ReBne, exalt, throw down their pois'nous Ice, 47* 
And make them sparkle in the bowl of bliss. 

See, the third witness laughs at bliss remote, 
And falsely promises an Eden here : 



Truth she atiaH ipeak for once, iha' pmae i» [i^' 
A cnmnion clical, and Pleasure U licr name. 
To rieasufe Jiever wm LorsxiMdeaf; 
TheTi hear her now, now fiist Ihy Kill frietiA 

Sini'i; Ndiurc niiide lU nal more roiul llian pioi 
Of happiiseis, ("luince hyiJocrilM ill joy I 
Makers of mirlh; artificers of smilMl 
Why should [he joy aioit poignant ieiwe «ffi>rd* 
B'.irn us vHk blushes, and rebuke aurfirideP — 
Tlw3~ htav'a-boTu blu»hc3 lell ua man dexcnd*. 
El '11 in the leiiiihof liisearllily bli«s: 
Stiuiild reJHin iihr her ioHdel repose, 
ThishotiEst inslincttpe^ki our lineage high i 
This instincl calls ou darkness to conceal 
Ouc rapiuroui rel^ion ta Ihe sialli. 
Our glory covins ut wilb Duble thaim. 
And he Ihil's anconfouDded h uomanii'd. 
The man ih.it bluslies is not quite a bruic. 
Thus far with thee, Loreuio I will I close, 
Pleasure h good, and man for pleasure mule; 
But pleasure full of gluty as of joy; 
Pleasure Which neither biuiihes nur upiies. 
, The witnesses are lieOHl, the cauieU o'er j 
Lcl Conscience tile the sentence in lier court.: 
foater than deeds that half a realm convey. 
Thus Gi^ai'd by Truth Ih' auttieniiek rmonl lutu- 
" Know all ; know lotiiiels, — unapt la l:iioiv I 
"'TisimmDrtalily your nature solveii 
" 'Tit jmrnariality dtiiphaii tn&n, 
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f And opens all the mysteries of his make : 

f* Without it half his instincts are a riddle ; 

'' Withovt it all his trirtues are a dream : 510 

f* His very Crimea attest hjs dignity; 

I** His sateless thirst of pleasure, gold, and fame, 

f* Declares him Vom for blessings infinite. 

*f What Ies9 than infinite makes unabsurd 

'f PaisionSy which all pn earth but more inflames ? 

** Fiefce passions, so mism^asur'd tp this scene, 516 

f Stfetch*d out^ like eagles' wings beyond our nest^ 

f Far, far beyond the worth of all below, 

** For earth too large, presage a nobler flight, 

ff And eyidenrp our title to the skies.*' 529 

Ye gentle Theologues of calmer kind ! 
Whose constitution dictates to your pen^ 
Who, cold yourselves, think ardour comes from hell ! 
Think not our passions from corruption sprung, 
Tho* to comiptiof) now they lend their wings : 525 
That Is their mistress, net iheir mother. All 
(And justly) rea£on deem diiine: I see, 
I feel aigrandeur in the pas.ions toO| 
Which speaks their high descent and glorious end ; 
Which speaks them rays of ah eten^al fire: 5 jo 

In pamdlse itself they b mt as strong 
]Ere Adam fell, tlio' wiser in their aim. 
Like the proud Eastern, struck by Providence, 
Wliflt tiio' our passions are run mad, and stoop, 
With low terrestrial appetite, to graie Sli 
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Deny'd thto Immortality to man.' 
(rant it; but affirm they prov'd it too. 565 

riddle this I— Have patience; I'll explain. 
What noble vanities, wliat moral flights^ 
titt'ring tbro' their romanticlc wisdom's page, 
ake us, at once, despise them and admire.? 
ible is flat to tiiese high seasoned Sires ; 370 

ley leave th' extravagance of song belovir. 
Flesh shall not feel, or, feeling, shall enjoy 
The dagger or the rack ; to them alike 
A l»ed of roses or the burning bull." 
men exploding all beyond the grave^ c 75 

range doctrine this 1 as doctrine it was strange, 
It not as prophecy ; for such it prov'd, 
nd, to their own amaicment, was fulfill'd : 
hey feign'd a firmness Christians need not feign. 
be Christian truly triumph'd in (he flame ; 58I9 

!ie Stoick saw, in double wonder lost, 
'onder at them, and wonder at himself, 
} And the bold ad\entures of bis thought 
>t bold, and that he strove to lie in vain. 
Whence, then, those thoughts? those tow'rin^ 
thoughts, that flew 5<v; 

ch monstrous heights? — From instinct and fr .ni 
\< glorious instinct of a deathless soul, [pi id^- 

iifusedly conscicus of her dignity , 
ggested truths they could not understand. 
Lust's dominion, and in Passion's storm, $90 

r„:y.t.e //. C 
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cBKlioD marr'd tliejo/i of sense ! 
and future preying on our hearts, 
ng all our present joy» 10 dealh? 



:]] bis Holiness ivere half as sure. ti<; 

tb inclination why al war ? 

e of guill? why conscience up in aims r" 

■ of guiJt is prophecy of f^'^i 

ounsel to decline the blow. 

inclination ne'er had jarr'd, 6ja 

ituie paid forbearance here. 

use, and a thousand pleas uncall'd, 

some ensure a seccnd scene, 

' it doubllul, would be dearer fai 

igs else most cerlain; were it false, tSjj 

}n eaiih so precious as the lie i 

: gives us, let n-hat wilt ensue ; 

givei in that high cordial, hope; 
f the present is the soul. 

groans when sever'd from the next ? 
ed wretch that disbelieves! 641 

ust his being cut in two, 

perishes; life void of joy, 
f elemily in painl 

lu persuade me the neil life could fail 
i^bes, how should 1 poui out 6^' 

Cij 
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My WecilinghFarl in angulsli, new as deep I ^Sl 

Oh i with what though') <liy hop?, and my despatf, 

Abliarr'il AiinihiUiianI blasts the soul. 

And witlt eMpnds Ihc bounds of hiimati wo I 650 

CduU I belisvt LotEnWs system Irao, 

In this black cb.mnel ivould mj' rav mgs run. 

" Grief from iheluturc borrow' il peaie, tre\shile, 
" The fmore vanish'd I and ih» prewni pain'dl 
" Siraiige impori or unpreeedenl«d ill ! ijj 

" Fall bow, piofoundl like LuFrFet'a the fall • 
" Unequal fatE! his fall, without his gulll! 
" FrDin where fond Hope buill herpavilinn high, 
" The gorls among, hilil'd headlong, hurl'il al oll« 
" To-night! to nothlngl darker sllll then night. 66» 
" If 'twas a dream, why wake me my wortt foe, 
" Lorenio ! boatlful of the name of rriciid 1 
" O fur delusion I O for errour ttPI I 
" Could ¥engeat;ce strike much stronger than to plant 
" A thinking being in a world like ihia, 6*J 

" Not over-rich before, now begjar'd quite, 
" More curi'd than at the 1^11 1— The sun go« oull 
" The thorns shoot upl what tliorns in ev'ry ihongllll 

Why seme of belter! it iinbitlers woi^e. 

Why sense ? why life ! bol lo sigh, Then sink 

It! twice noihingliindiniKh wo! 6;i 

Wo from HeaVn'i bouniiesi wo from what ww 

To Hatter most, high intellectual pow'rs. [*aa| 
•■Thought, virtue, knowledge! blessiiigs.bjllhiw'"^^ 
'jMisou'd into pains. First, knowledge^ S 
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•' My soul'ft ambition, now her greatest dread. 676 
" To knovr myself trae wisdom ? — No ; to shun 
** That shocking scieRce, parent «f Detpai r ! 
''Avert thy ninbr; if I see I die. 

*^ Kbow my Creator ? climb his bless'd abode (t%^ 
^ By painful speeulafion, pierce the veil, 
«* l>iT« in Ua nature, read his attributes/ 
"i And gaze in admiration-^-on a ibe^ 
'^ Obtruding life, withholding happiness ! 
'' Frosa dirfiUl rivers that surround liis throne, 6S5 
** Not letting Ml onedrop of joy on man ; 
*^ Man gatpittg for one drop, that he might cease 
* To curse bis birthy nor ettry reptiles more ! 
^ Ye table Clottib ! ye darkest Shades of night ! 
" Hide hins for eirer hide him, from my thought, 
*'^ Onet an my comfort, somte and soul of joy ! 691 
" Nov teagli'd with furies, and with thee*, against me. 
. ^ Know hit achievements P 6tudy ^is renown ? 
^ Contemplate this amaxing nnivene, 
** Dropt from his btod, with miiacles replete ! 69^ 
" For What? 'raid miracles of nobler name 
^' To find one miracle of misery ? 
" To find the being which alone can know, 
'''And praise his woiks-a blemish on his praise ! 
** Thro^ Nature's ample range, in thought, to stroll, 
^ And start at man, the single monmer there, 7c i- 
^ BitatMng high hops ! chain*d down to pangs and 

• Lorenzo. [death ? 
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" Ye new, but truest patrons of our peace ! 
** Yes; give the pulse full empire ; live the brute, 
" Since as the brute we die : tiie sum of man, 
*' Of godlike man ! to revel and to rot. 

" Bnt not on equal terms with other brutes ; 735 
** Their revels a more poignant relish yield, 
" And safer too ; they never poisons chuse. 
** Instinct than renson makes more wholesome meals, 
" And sends all-marring Murmur far away. 
" For sensnal life they best philosophize, 740 

** Theirs that serene the sages sought in vain : 
" 'Tis man alone expostulates with Heav'n ; 
** |lis all tlie pow'r, and all the cause to mourn. 
** Shall huipaa eyes alone dissolve in tears ? 
** And bleed in anguish, none but human hearts ? 
" The widerttretch'd realm of intellectual wo, 746 
** Surpassing seiisual fi^r, i9 all cur own. 
*' In life so fatally distingui^'d, why 
" C^ in one lot, confounded, lump'd in death ? 

" Ere yet in Mng «$ras mankind in guilt ? 750 
*' Why thttMler*d this peculiar clause against us, 
** All-mortal^ and all-wretched I— Have the skies 
'* Reasons of state their, subjects may not scan, 
*' fior hufnbly reason when they sorely sigh ? 
<' /^lUsnorttii and all-wretched 1 — 'Tis too much, 
** Unparallerd in Nature : 'tis too much, 7:6 

<' Cn being unrequested at thy hands, 
" Omnipotent I for I see nought but pow'r. 



'hy see that ! why ihoughl ! To lo 
i[ Tiien make our bed iiidarkncu, ncedsnotti 

11 superflui lies are rea»-mnf soulsl 
^■Oh givpeLemliy, orthoughideslro)'. 
II wiihaui thought our cursrwerr hall 
. blunlUleJge wduIiI tpare the thnibbiiiglli 
" And thererore '113 beUoA'd. I ihaak rhee, KtasanT 

>r luiing Mfe'i too small calamitiis 
" Anii givinjt being 10 the dread of death. 
" Sucliarelhy bounlieil — Was it then looM 
" For me to t'espasi on the brutal righti^ 
" Too mlteh for Heav'n 10 make one emitl 
" Too imich for Chaos lo petmil my man 
■' A longer slay wiih ejsences unwraaj^, 
" Unft!hioii'd, untormelMed in 
" Wtelihcd prefenoeni to ihia round of painil 
" Wretched capacity of freniy, ihmighi I 
'irhedcaparify of dring, ii" 
I.ifr, ilioughi, worth, wisdom, all {O foul revoli] 

■e friend- lo peace, gone ov«r to the ftie. 
■' Di:ilhlhenhasehung"diun»tureH)o. O DcMM 
" CWneloiny bmom, lliou best gift of Ilrav'n ! 7* 

" Why Iti this Ibortty wiidemen w loog, 

;e there's no promli'd lanil'i ambroiial kq 
Wo pay me with its lioney for my (ting* j , 
pf needful lo the selHih schcniM of Beu'nil 
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** To ftieg tat son^ why mock'd our misery ? 

*' Why thb ao 8iifii|iAiioiis insult o*er our heads ? 

« ' Why Ait liluttridiis canojiy display 'd ? 

" Why to DHgnificently lodg'd Des]iair ? 

'* At stated periods, sure-returning, roll 79* 

'' These glorkms oihs, that mortals may compute 

" Thehr tenfA of labours and of pains, nor lose 

** Their misery's full measure ?— Smiles with flow'rs 

" And firoitSy promiscuous, ever teeming earth, 

** That min may languish in luxurious scenes, 795 

'* And in ah Eden mourn hirwitber'd joys? 

** Claim earth and skies man's admiration^ due 

** For such delights I bless'd Animals! too wise 

'* To wonder^ and too happy to complain ! 

** Otfrdoom decreed demands a mournful scene : 
" Why not a dungeon dark for the condemn'd ^ 8c i 
** Why not the dragon's subterranean den 
** For man to howl in ? why not his abode 
" Of the same dismal colour with his fate ? 
"A Thebes, a Babylon, at vast expence 80S 

** Of time, toil, treasure, art, for owls and adders 
*' As congruous, as for man this lofty dome, 
" Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high 
f, from her humble chamber in the dust, [desire 
** WhiIeproudthoughtswells,andhighdesireinHames, 
" The poor worm calls us for her inmates tiiere, 81 1 
*' And round us Death's inexorable hand 
'' Draws the dark curtain clo^e, undrawn no more. 



*tnea^^° -^run^^^ -vctitn*** . 
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' Their happy transit into blocks or brutes, 
* Nor longer sully their Creator's name.' 

Lorenzo! hear, pause, ponder, and pronounce, 
jjust is this history ? If such is man, 845 

Mankind's historian, tho' divine, naight weep. 
And dares Lorenio smile! — I know thee pro.utl ; 
For once let prij^'beffsiend thee; Pride looks pale 
At such a scene, and sighs for something more. 
Amid thy boasts, presumptions, and displays, 8$% 
And art thpn then a shadow? less than shade ? 
A nothing ? less than nothing ? To have been. 
And not to be, is lower tiian unborn. 
Art thou ambitijoiis ? ^y then ma|be the worm 
Thine equaU Ruoa thy taste of pleasure high ? 855 
Why patroniie sure de^th of ev'ry jpy ? 
Charm riches I why cbuse bjegg'cy in the grave, 
pf ev'ry hope a bankrupt ! and for ever? 
Ambition, Plfa9une, Avarice, persuade thee 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 860 
They lately prov'd^, thy soiil'f suprenoe desire. 

Wh%t an thou rn^iSt of? rather, how unmade ? 
Great Natuie'g naster appetite destroy 'd. 
Is endless lli^ and happiness despis'd : 
Or both wish'd here, where neither can be found ; 
Such man's perverse, etemal war with beav'n ! 865 
par'st thou persist ? and is there nought on earth 
But a long train of transitory forms, 

« in tl|e Siath Nighr. 
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Of desperation^ by what fury's aid^ 

In what infernal posture of the souI> 

All hell invited, and ail hell in joy 

At such a birth, a birth so near of kin, 900 

Did thy soul fancy whelp so black a scheme 

Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown. 

And deities begun, reduc'd to dust ? 

There's nought (thou say'st) but one eternal flux 
Of feeble essences, tumultuous driv'n 9c 5 

Thro* time's rough billows into night's abyss. 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin. 
Is there no rock on which man's tossing thought 
Can rest from lerrour, dare his fate survey. 
And boldly think it something to be born i 9:0 

Amid such hourly wrecks of being fair. 
Is there no central, all-sustaining base. 
All-realizing, all-connecting pow'r. 
Which, as it cali'd forth all things, can recaJi, 
And force Destruction to refund her spoil ? 915 

Command the grave restcre her taken prey ? 
Bid death's dark vale its human harvest yield ? 
And earth and ocean pay their debt of man. 
True to the grand deposit trusted there? 
Is there no potentate, whose outstretch'd arm, 920 
When rip'ning time calls forth th' appointed hour, 
Plack'd from foul Devastation's famish'd maw, 
Binds present, pasty suid future, to his throne ^ 
His throne how glorious! thus divinely grac'd 
f'olume U, D 
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Now waives, is on llie wing: and where, O where, 
Will ihe bwarni seille ; — When ihe trumpel's call. 
As sounding brass, rollecra us, round lieav'n's llirane 
Cunglob'd, ive bask in everlasting day, ^ 941 

d'aernal splendour!) and adhere fur ever. 
Il:»l HOT the soui this oullel to ihe skies, 
111 itiii v:ist vessel of the universe 
ILiiii' ahoiild ive gasp, as in an empty void I p^j 

Hull' ill the p>ings of famish'd hope expire 1 

lIiHi' blight mypruspeut'hines I howgkomy ibine! 
A trembling world '. and a devouring Godl 
i::i nh but ihe s'lambles of Omnipotence 1 

01 rnunileis millions, born (o feel the pang 
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This bids us shudder at the thoughts of life. 

Who would be bom to such a phantom worlds 

Where nought substantial but our misery ? 955 

Where joy (if joy) but heightens our distress, 

80 soon to perish and revive no more ? 

The greater such a jo}^^ the mote it pains. 

A world so for from great (and yet how great 

It aiUnes to thee !) there's nothing real in it ; 960' 

Being a shadow ; consciousness a dre<im : 

A dream how dreadful I universal blank 

Bcfi>re it and behind 1 poor man a spark 

From nonexist«ice struck by wrath divine, 

GlitVrimg a moment, nor that moment sure, 965 

'Midst upper> nether, and surrounding night, 

HU tad, sure, sudden, and eternal tombl 

LoRttfO t doat thou feci these arguments ? 
Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt ? 
How hast thou dar'd the Deity dethrone ? 970 

How dar'd indict him of a world like this ? 
If toch the world creation was a crime ; 
For what Is crime but cause of misery ? 
Retract, Blasphemer ! and unriddle this. 
Of endlesa aignments above, below, 97S 

Without us, and within, the short result— 
*' If man's Immortal, there's a God in heav'n." 

But wherefore such redundancy ? such waste ^ 
Of ari^ment ? one sets my soul at rest ; 
One obvious, and at hand, and, oh I — at heart. 9S0 



!HoJu>t ih: skies, PhiJaniifr's l\(t io fafa'i, t 
It is hrarl so pure, tbal at succECding scenes 
Have palm* to give, or ne'er hiid he been born. 

" Whal an old rale is tbit t" Lorenio cricE— 
I granl III is argmnent it old; bal truth 
No year} impair; and had noi ihis been irue. 
Thou ntver hadsl deapifd it for hs age. 
Truth is immotlal as ihy soul, and fJiIe 
As fleelingas thyjoyi. B e wise, luir mike 
Heav'n's higliest blessing vengeance. Obetvi< 
Nor make s corse of immorislilji. 

Say, knaw'st Ihou what II is, or Bhar thou ar 

Know'ii thou th' itn[wriante of a imil immorta 
Behold ihis midnight glory : worldi on vraltdal 
Amazing pompt redouble this amaze; 
Ten lliouannd odd ; add twice ten ihODMnd mo 
Then weigh Ihe whole! one soul outireighi iIm 
And<ills ih' astonishing tnagni licence 
I Of unintelligent creation poor. 

J Tnut not In irords, bui deedi; and deeds tu \*i 
I Than those of the Supremi, not his * few : 
I CoMulI ihem all ; consulled, all protlnini 
I Thy soul'* imporiance. Tremble at thyself, 
F For whom Omnipoience hai wak'd w long ; 
[ Hai waV'd, and work'J, for ages ; from the birt 
Of Nature >o this unbelirriitE hour. 
Jja Ihissm.ill province of hit van domain 
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(All Natvn bow while I pronouiKfi his name !) 
What hat Ood done, and not lor this sole end, loi o 
To nsctie souls ftom death I The soul's high price 
Is writ in all the conduct of the skies. 
The soul's high price is the creation's key, . 
Unlocks its mysteries, and naked lays 
The genuine cause of ev'ry deed divine : jci 5 

That is the chain of ages which maintains 
Their obvious correspondence, and unites 
Most distant periods in one bless'd design: 
That b the mighty hinge on which have turn'd 
All revolutionsy whether we regard 1020 

The nat'ral, civil, or religious, world. 
The former two but servants to the third : 
To that thdrduty done, they both expire. 
Their mass new*<ast, f .rgot their deeds renpwn'd. 
And angels ask^ " Where once they shone so fair .^" 
To lift us from this abject to sublime ; 1026 

This flux to permanent; this dark to-Uay ; 
This foul to pure ; this turbid to serene ; 
This mean to-mighty ! — fct this glorious end 
Th*. Almighty, rising, h.s long fcabbath broke I 1030 
The world was made, uuu* ruin'd, was restur'd ; 
Laws from the skies were published, were repeal 'd . 
Onearth kings, kingdoms, rose; kings, kii)<^duui3 fell i 
Fam'd sages lighted up the Pagan world ; 
Propltets from Sion darted a keen glance 1035 

Thro' distant age ; saints travell'd, martyrs bled ; 

D4ii 
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And tempfiftt N^tore's luiTenal tphei«» 1 065 

Such oppoiitct etonal^ ttcd^t/sterp^ 
Sucb foes impiaeable ue good and ill ; Ttheni. 

Yet inan> Tain nuua^ would mediate peace between 
Think not this fiction. " Tbera was war in heay 'n.*' 
Prom beat 'n't high oryttal nioimtain> where it hung, 
Xh' Almij^ty's outatretch'd arm took down bis bow. 
And shot his indignation at the deep : 1072 

]Elethunder'd Hell, and darted all her fires. — 
And seems the stake of little moment still ? 
And slumbers man, who singly caiu'd the storm ? 1075 
He sleeps — And art thou shock'd at mysteries ? 
The greatest thou. Honf dreadfiil to reflect 
AVhat ocdour, care, aod counsel, mortals cause 
In breasts divine ! how little in their own 1 

Wheie'er I turn, how new proo& pour upon me ! 
How happily this wondrous flew supports j c S i 

My former argument ! how. strongly strikes 
Immortal lift's full demonstmtion here ! 
Why this exertion ? why this strange regard 
Prom heav'n's Omnipotent indulged to man ? — 1C85 
because in man the glorious, dreadful pow'r. 
Extremely to be pain'd, or bless'd for ever. 
PuratioB gives importance, swells the price. 
An angel^ if a creature of a day. 
What would he be ? a trifle of no weight ; lOyO 

Or stand or fell, no matter which, he's gone. 
]3ec3use immortal^ therefor^ is indulg'd 



Tia: 



\o duit. 



in earth wlih all b«rq;M 
Hence Ihe soul's mighly moinenl in her light; l 
Hence ev'ry soul hai partiians abovf. 

And tv'ry thought a ciitick in the skiei: ^ 

Hence clay.vile c\»y '. has angeUlbrhi) gf 
And ev'iy guird a pastlon Tar his charge; \ 
Hence, from all a^e, Ihecabini 



Ila^ 



:r the fa 




Nor hare Ihr cloudi IliObC groclov 
Angebundrin' the curtain of the throne, ' 
And Providence came forth to 
In vaiioiu modes of emphaiii and awe 
He spoke his will, and (remWing Nature heard; 
Tifc spoke il loud, in lliurider, and in slonti : 

1, Sinai 1 whose cloud cover-d beighl, 
use, owii'd the prewnt God ; 
Billowi! whose returning tide, | 

tpt £gy|}i and her meiiBccs to hell .- 

Flatnes I ih' Assyrian tyrant blew 
pirMv'nrald lagt, a> impotent as tlrong : 
|d thou. Earth I witness, whoM expanding j4w» 

rr Presumpi ion's sac ri legions so 
b-noieach element, in turn, subsctib'd 

< high price, and i« 
Ifl lint Dame, ocean, ether, eanhqtialLe, s) 
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To Strike this tntUi thro' adamantine man ; 1 120 

If not all adamant, Lorenzo ! bear; 

Ail is defanioii ; Nature b wrajit op 

In tenfold night» fton Reason's keenest eye : 

There's nocon0isteace» meaning, plan* or end. 

In all beneath the sttn, in all above* 1125 

(As far as man can penetrate) or heav'n 

Is an immense, inestfnudble prize: 

Or all is notUoff* or that lurize is alL— 

And iball each toy be still a match for heav'n* 

And AiIl equivaivnt for groans below? 1 130 

Who would not give a trifle to prevent 

'What he would give a thousand workb to cure? 

Lorenzo i thon hast seen (if thine to see) 
All Nature and her QoA (by Nature's course, 
Aod Nature's fiourse control'd) declare for me. 1 1 35 
The fkies above proclaim '* immortal man I" 
Aad " man immortal I" aU below resounds. 
The world's a system of theolqgy* 
Read by the greatest stnu^rs to the schools ; 
If hones^ leent'd; and sages, o'er a plough. 1 140 
Is not* Loeenyol then, impos'd on thee 
This haid alternative, or to renounce 
Thy leeson and thy sense, or to believe ? 
What then is unbelief? 'tis an exploit, 
A stienuoat enteiprize ; to gain it man 1145 

|if ttst burst thro' ev'ry bar of common sense, 
Pf ppnunofi shame^ magnanimously wroug \ 



And ivliat rewards the sturdy combatant? 
His priic Mpenlance; iafitay hi» rrour, 

Bui wheMfow infemy F — for want of faith 
Dawn the sleep precipice of wrong he slides ; 
There's nothing to support him in the riglit. 
Failh in the future vanling is, >I Jeul 
In embrvo, ev'ry wealinesi, ev'ry guilt, 
,Aiid strong lemptation ripens it to birth. 

If ihiilife'sgain invites him to the deed. 
Why not his country sold, his father slain t 
Tis virtue lo purtue our good supreme. 
And his supreme, his only good, is here. 
Atnbilion, av'rice, by the wise disdain'd. 
Is perfect wisdom while mankind are fools. 
And think a turf or tombstone covers atl ; 
These find employment, and provide for sense 

A richer pasluie and a larger range; 

And sense, by right divine, a»;ends the throne. 

When virtue's prize and prospect are no more. 

Virtue no more we think (he will of Heav'n. 

Would Meat'n quite beggar Virtue if b(io*'d i 
"Ha* Virtue charms?" — Igranihetheav'nl 

But if unporlion'd, all will Int'rest wed, 
- Tho" thai our admiration, ihii our choice. 

The virtues grow on immortality; 

Thai root deslroy'd, they wither and expire. 

A Deity believ'd will nought avail; 

Hcwards and punishments make Cod ador'd. 
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And hopes and fean give Conscience all her pow'r. 

As in the dying parent dies the child. 

Virtue with immortality expires. 

Who tells me be denies his soul immortal, 

Wbate'er hit boast, has told me he's a knave. i iSo 

His duty 'tis to love himself alone. 

Nor care tho' mankind perish if he smiles. 

Who thinks ere long the man shall wholly die. 

Is dead already ; nought but brute survives. 

And are thvre such ? — Such candidates there are 
For more than death; for utter loss of being, 1 186 
Being, the basis of the Deity I 
Ask you the cause ?— -the cause they will not tell ; 
Nor ueed they. Oh the sorceries of sense ! 
They work this transformation on the soul, 1 190 

Dismount her like the serpent at the fall. 
Dismount her from her native wing (which soar'd 
Erewhile ethereal heights) and throw her duv. a 
To lick* the dust, and cr. wl in such a thought. 

Is it in words to paint you ? O ye Fall'n ! 1 195 

FalTn from the wings of reason and of hope ! 
Erect in stature, prone in appetite 1 
Pctrons of pleasure, posting into pain! 
Lo^ ers of argument, averse to sense ! 
Boasti rs of liberty, fast-bound in chains ! iico 

Lords of the wide creation, and the shame ! 
More sensele s than th* irrationals you sc(in ! 
M,\jit base than these you ruiel than tl)0..' \ou pitv. 



or beings, from guperlour dignity I 
Deepesl in wo from mtam of boUTtdlcsi I 
Ye curs'd by bleuingi infinitei becaiue 
Moll highly Uxoat'd, mast prorcundly li 
Yemoiley maaof conttajiction siroiigl 
And are you, ton, convinc'd your wulc t 
III exhaUlianiort, anddiein nir. 
From ihefuil flood of evidence Hgainst y 
In Ihe course dnidgcriti and sink) of leni 
Your Bouli have ijuite wotn du( the moIi 
By vice new-rast, iinditcaiurci oryour ( 
]!ui tho' youcMdcTorm, y«ucinn'ideti 
Tocuric, not uncTHle, iiallyonrpan'i 
Lortnio! thisbladibroihEriioodreiMUi 
Ittiiounce St. Evremand, aiid read St P 
Ere rapt by miracle, by reason wing'd, 
His maanline mLnd made long (bode in I 
Thij IB free-iuinking, uDcoolin'd to paru 
To send the Eoul, on curious travel bent, 
Thio' all liie proiincesof human iliaug] 
To dart her HIght thro' the whole sphere 
or this vast uiiivene to male the tour; 
In each recess of space and time at home 
P^miliarwilh their waudersi divitigdn 
Arid, like a prince of boundless int'reit* 
Kiilt most ambilious of the nioil Teniut< 
T" look on ttulb unbroken and eiLlJn i 



Tmsih in tlw tfrnm, dw full oib; where troths 

B J trntfat enUhlNHl<d and rastain'd, ifibrd 

An aicMflBl^ MBOftg foundation^ to mpport 

Th' incmnbent wdigilit of ibsolnte, complete 1235 

ConvictlMi : lHfe» tfM move we pi^e», we stand 

More inn : wto nmt ezimine, meet believe. 

PartSf Ukf ifttf-Mntences, confimnd; the whole 

Conveys the tenie j and Ood Is understood ; 

>Vho not la flngwcnte writes to human race : 1 240 

KeadMiwbolovohimc, Sc^tickl then reply. 

ntftf this !■ thinking frnt^ a dwugfat that grasps 
Bcfond aftaiBy and lool» heyeod an boor. 
Ttmi vp thint oyo, Mnrey thU midnight scene ; 
What are oaRh'l khigdonM to yon' bonndless orbs. 
Of human «oals> one day the destin'd ruige ? 1 246 
And what yon* boundlete orbs to godlike man ? 
Tbooe Bom^poas worMe that throng the firmament^ 
And aik more space fa heafn, can toll at large 
In man^iofaetont thoi^iht^ and still leave room 1250 
For ampler oibe^ lor new creations there. 
Caosncb a-aonl contmct Itself^ to gripe 
A point of no dimension^ of no weight? 
It can ; it does: tlie world is such a point ; 
And ofthat point bow small a part enslaves! 1255 

How emnll apart— of nothings shall I say ? 
tlTfagr not ?— Friends our chief treasure I how they drop I 
Xuoiay Nanritsa &ir. Philander gone I 
Tlie graTe, like fiU>led Cerberus^ has op*d 

Vdumt //. £ 



A triple moulh, and in an aivful voire 
Loud calls my soul, aiid utters all 1 sing. 
Moiv the world falls la pieces round aboul 
And [eaves us in i ruin afourjoy 1 
What says this transpuniuion of my Men 
It bldimeloveihe place where now they 
And scorn Ihii wretched spot ihey leave n 
Elerniiy'svast ocean lies before thee; 
There, Ihrrc, Lorenio! thy ClariSM saili 
Give ihy mind sea nwin ; keep il wide of 
The rock of louls immortal ; cut thy cord 
Weigh anchor; spread thy Biila; call ev' 
Eye thy Great Pole-tiar ; make the land < 
Two kinds of lile has double-Ojitur'd mi 
And livo of death ; Ihe last t,ir mote ievei 
Life animal is rurliir'd by the 9un, 
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not the bowels of the Deity ; 

lall be bless'd as far as man permits. 

an alone, all rationals Heav'n arms 1290 

m illustrious, but tremendous pow'r, 

interact its own most gracious ends, 

is of strict necessity, not choice ; 

3w*r deny'd, men, angels, were no more 

sive engines, void of praise or blame. 129$ 

re rational implies the pow'r • 

ig bless'd or wretched as we please, 

le Reason would have nought to do, 

; that would be barr'd capacity 

1, courts capacity of bliss. 1 300 

i wills our happiness, allows our doom ; 

; us ardently, but not compels : 

I but persuades, almighty man decrees. 
i th6 maker of immortal fates. 

ills by man, if finally he falls ; 1335 

II he must, who learns from death alone 
eadful secret, — that he lives for ever. 

f this to thee ? — thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 
>nd life ? but wherefore doubtful still ? 
1 life is Nature's ardent wish : 13 10 

ardently we wish we soon believe : 
rdy faith declares that wish destroy'd : 
has destroy'd it ? — shall I tell thee what? 
fear'd the future, 'tis no longer wisb'd ; 
hen unwisird, we strive t© disbelieve. 13' 5 

Eij 



'■ Thus inlidelily our guillbstrayi." 
Nor that the sale deletiian \ Blutli, LDreozo! 
BJu6h far hypocrisy, if not for gMill. 
The future fur'd 1 — An inlidEJ, and bar f 
Fearwhal^ n dream? afableP — Howth/droad, IJM 
L'nivilliDg evkleiice, atid iherefure ilrong, 
Affardt my came an undesi^'d suppon I 
How disbeJief affirms what ildeuieil 
."Ir, unawares, al life." 

Surprising! iatii igij 

A creed and a CO... sins. 

Loietiio I uilh L ns more. 

Nor longer a Iraosp— .. vtar. 

Thirtk'st lliau Retij^Loii uui} > bcT mask ? 13)0 
Our infidels are Satan's Iiypouutes, 

When vjsiled by thoughl (thought will inirudi) 

Likfhim they serve, ihcy tremble, andbelieve. 

Is Ihere hypocrisy so foul as Ihisi' I)|J 

Ho filial 10 the welfare of the woHd? 

What deleslHtion, what conlempt, their due! 

And, if unpaid, be tbaik'd for their McHpe 

That Christian candour they striTelrard lo scom, 

If not for thai asylum, they migfil 6nd t)^ 

A hell on earth, nor 'scape a worM below. 

With insolence and impotence of 1 bought, 
Instead of racking faticy to refute, 
PefLPtm thy maiineri, and the truth eiijoy.-- . 
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But shall I dare confess the dire result ? 1 34s 

Can thf pnmd reason brook so black a brand ? 

From imrer manners to sublimer faitb. 

Is Nature's ansiYoidable ascent. 

An honest Prists where the Gospel shines, 

Mntur'd to nobler, in the Christian ends. 1 3 $9 

When that blcss'd change arrires, e'en cast aside 

This song superfluous : life immortal strikes 

ConrictioB in a flood of light divine. 

A Christian dwells, like Uriel,* in the sun ; 

Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight, 1355 

And ardent hope anticipates the skies. 

Of that bright son, Lorenso I scale the sphere : 

'Tiseasy; it invites thee ; it descends 

From beav'n to wuoand waft thee whence it came. 

Read and revere the sacred page, a page 1360 

Where triumphs immortality ; a page 

Which not the whole creation could produce ; 

Which not the conflagration shall destroy : 

'Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever. 

In Nature's ruins not one letter lost. i ^6^ 

In proud disdain of what e'en goda adore. 
Dost smile ?— Poor wretch ! thy guardian angel weeps. 
Aiigels and men assent to what I sin^r ; 
Witt smile, and thank me for my midnitrht dream. 
How vicious hearts fume frenzy to the brain ! 1 373 
Parts push us on to pride, and pride to shame : 

• Milton. 

£ uj 
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Pert Infidelity is Wit's cocktde. 

To grace the brazen brow that braves the tUMg 

By loss of being dreadfully lecura. 

Lorenzo 1 if thy doctrine wins the dqr, tfl$ 

And drives my dreams, defeated, fiwn die llsU ; 

If this is all, if earth a final scene. 

Take heed ; stand fiut ; lie sure to bra kiuv#} 

A knave in grain 1 ne'er deviate to the right. 

Shouldst thou be good»»-bow infinite ttnf loss I ijl» \ 

Guilt only makes anitihiiationgain. 

Bless'd scheme ! which life deprives of cbmfiNrtj 

Of hope, and which vice only recommends. 

If so, where. Infidels 1 yonr bait thrown ont 

To catch weak converts ? where yoifr lof^ boost 

Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man ? ijM 

Annihilation ! I confess in these. 

What can reclaim you? dare I hope profound 
philosophers the converts of a song ? 
Yet know its title* flatters you, not me ; 1390 

Your's be the praise to make my title good; 
Mine to bless Heav'n, and triumph in your praise. 
But since so pestilential your disease, 
Tho' sov'reign is the med'cine I prescribe. 
As yet I'll neither triumph nor despair, ^ i]9S 

But hope, ere long, my midnight dream will wake 
Your hearts, and teach you wisdom— to be wi^e: 
For why should souls immortal, made for bliss. 
E'er wish (and wibh in vain !) that souls could die ? 
*The Infidel Reclaimed. 




Ftrl It- 

\Vhal ne'*r can die, oh ! grani lo livp, and et 

The wiafa, and aim, and labour, of llieakledi 

Increase, and <nler on Oie.JDya 

Thusihall my lilte p«Es ? sacie 

Receive sa tmpr 

Whik ang«U aliout — An Infidei 

To close, Lorenzo! Spite of all my pain!, 
SI ill staras it sirargslhallhou thouMst 
li il lew tinBige tliat Ihou shoaldst live i 
Thu is > mira. 



l-msnl anriswrM^lifaith«*lriitis«ranK»l 'i 
^^'hM Ictslbinwbndm rram lT;« wondnful 
\Vh4i IcM dun nli»clfs from God on Bow .' 
Admit iGod — ihai mystery supreme! 
Tliat ciioicuncitu'd: »ll oihtr wonrtci^ ceasi 
Nothing i> mniTtllDiu for bitn to itu: 
licny him—all li myiwry h 
Mlltlcniofmy&ici'leil each daiktrAir 
Than th»i thy wisdom "■■ould unwitely thun. \ 
IfwcaklhylUlh, whyciiUH Ihdiarder^i 
We nolhinfriMOW but vrtiit it mirvellou 
^'et wlut It mxrtflluiM we c> 
H.i weak our rtnson. and to iJiril uur Cod, 
Wliflf mMt lurrpiinintiietacird page. 
Of fulliifmnse, I 
■telh li not 
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Our Icsv* imaikM 7 rich hope of boundless bliss ! 
BlitspMt man's pow'r to paint it, time's to close! 

This hope beacth't most eistimable prize ; 
This is man's portion^ while no more than man : 
Hope^ of all passions, most befriends us here ; 1461 
Passions of prouder name befriend us less. 
Joy has ber tears, and Transport has her death : 
Hopty like a cordial, innocent, tho' strong, 
Man's heart, at once, inspirits and serenes. 1 465 

.Kor makes him pay his wisdom for his joys : 
'Tis all our present state can safely bear. 
Health to the frame ! and vigour fo the mind ! 
A joy attemper*d I ochastis'd delight I 

'. Xte thefiiir summer cT'ning, mild, and sweet ! i47e 

L *Tls man's foil cup, his paradise below I 

A blessed hereafter, then, or hop'd or gain*d. 
Is an— onr whole of happiness : fiill proof 

^ I chose no triTial or inglorious theme. 

^ And know, ye foes to song! (well-meaning men, 147s 
Tho' fttite foigotten* half your Bible's praise !) 
Important truths, in spite of verse, may please : 
Grave minds, yon praise, nor can you praise too much. 

" If there is weight in an eternity, 

r {.et tile grave listen — and be graver still. H^o 

5' 'The poetical parts of it. 
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NIGHT VIII. 

VIRTUE'S APOLOGY : 

OB^ THE 

MAN OF THE WORLD ANSWEREbw 

Ib wudi w onmicMfM 

TUB LOVE or THIS life; THE AMBITIOV AMD rUA^ 

SURE, WITH THE WIT AND WISDOM or THE WOBLB. 

And has all Nature^ then, espous'd my ptrt ? 

Have I brib'd Ifeav'n and Earth to plead afBinttthfCF 
And is thy soul immortal ? — What remains? 
All, all, Lorenzo! — make immortal bicss'd. 
Unbless'd immortals! — what can shock us more ? 5 
And yet Lorenzo still affects the world ; 
There stows his treasure; thence his title draws, 
Man of the world ! (for such thou wouldst be call'd) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious style ? 
Proud of reproach ? for a reproach it was, 10 

In ancient days, and Christian — in an age 
When men were men, and not asham'd of Heav*n, 
Kir'd their ambi ion, as it crown'd their joy. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Castaliant font. 
Fain would I rebaptize thee, andconfer 15 

A purer spirit, and a nobler name. 



Thr Gind attuhmepis, filial and influm'd, i 
Puiiil oui my path, and riicrate !o mv song. 
Toihee llie wocltllioivljiir L how strongly ttTlli» i 

Anibiiionl anil gay Pleasure slronspr=lill I I 

Thy triple bani ! (he triple bull Ihul lays M 

Thy virtue drad! be ilie;( tny iriple theme; M 

Nor ahiM ihy wil or witdoin be rur;;ul. I 

Cointnaiilhe Ihcme, not su tliesoiig, if she ■ 

My song Invokes, UranU 1 deigns to imlle. ] 

TheclwtmilwlthainBUSlo theuorld, her fue, , 

ISiht diwolves, llie man of eaith, at onrc, J 
Starts from his 1 ranee, and sighs fur other scene! (■ 
i'lenes where these splits of niehi, Ihne stiir$,M 

Unuumber'dsuns (for all lEiingt, as lliey are, -f 

Thj blcM'd behold) and, inoneglotj, pour i 
Their blended blate on man'! aslonish'd sight; 

A bUte — the least llltistrioui object there. ■ 

B^iORiiiol si lue eternal ii^t hand, J 

H^wallow iiiiie't> aoibitlocit. nt the vaii J 

^■nH%aii Ihebubbles vnin thai nde fl 

^Hpon thefuamiiij b.llovr, nhal avail ■ 

^igh litlts, bigh decent, aiiaiamcnij high, M 

Ifunaiiaiii'doiiihighejif OX^iensid M 

\V\\M lofty lluiuglits, their elements above, M 
Wbal low-ring hopes, whai salllfs rrumllie inn, I 

■Mm {land aiuveyksf deiliny divttir, '■ 

^^HffMn|Knu prettftt ot uiif<iham'<J fate, m 



BounJforelerniiy I in boBoms reaii 
By iiim, wito Toiblei in archangeh sees I 
On human hpails he bends a jealous eye, 
'And marks, and in heav'n's register en ml It, 
TIic rise anil progress of each option there ; . 
Sscreil to Doomsday I that the page unlblds. 
And spreads us to the gaie of gods and men. 
.And what an option, O Lorenio ! thine ? 
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Fantastifck cliaie ef tkadows hunting shades ! 
The gay» the bvtf, equal, tho' unlike; 
Equal hi wttdom, differently wise ! 75 

Thio' flow'ry npeadows, and thro' dreaiy wastes, 

' One hustling, and one dancing, into death. 
Theie*a not a day hot, to the man of. thought. 
Betrays soBie secwt that throws new reproach 
On life, ttd nutes him sidk of seeing more. ^o 

The scenei of hua'ness tell us — ** What are men y*' 
The scenes of pleasure — " What is all besides :" 
There others we despise ; and here ourselires. 
Amid disgnstetamal dweMs delight i 
'Tis apprabalian strikes the string of joy. 85 

What wond'rotts priae has kindled this career, 
Gtnns w^th thedio> and chokes us with the dust, 

** On life's gay stage, oiie inch above the grave ? 

I The proisd run up and down in quest of eyes ; 

The sensual in pursuit of something worse ; 90 

The grave of goM : the politick of pow'r ; 
And all of other butterflies as vain ! 
As eddies draw things frivolous and light. 
How ii man's heart by Vanity <drawn in ! 
i On the swift circle of returning toys ^S 

[ Wfairl'd, straw-like, round and round, and then in- 
Where gay delusion darkens to despair 1 [gul^'d 

^ ** This Is a beaten tnck." — Is this a track 

^ hould not be beaten ? never beat enough, 

ill enough leam!d the truths it would inspire. 100 
Vfflumi //. F 
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With now and Hien a wretched farce between, 
And lill^ his chronicle with human woes. 

Time's diushters, true as lliOEeofmen, dcri 
Not one but puis some cheat on all mankind. 
While ill Ih.'irfatiier'sboom, not yet ours. 
They flaller our foiid hopes, and promise niuc 
Of amiable, but held him nol o'cr-vi^ 
Who dare? <o iruit tliein, and laugh round tlu 
Ai » ili'cunailiiig, still-confounded, man, 
Coiifidiiij! Iho' conlouni'ed : hoping on, 
Uii^aughl by trial, unconvinc'd by proof. 
And ever luokiag for the never-seen. 
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Life to the tasti like haid^n'd felons, lies, 

KoF owns itself ti cheat till it expires : 1 30 

Its little joys go out by one and one. 

And leave poor roan at length in perfect nighty 

Ki^t darker than what now involves the pole. 

.0 thou, who dost permit these ills to fall 
For gracious ends, and wouldst that man should mo urn ! 
O thou, whose hands this goodly fabrick fram'd, 136 
Who know'st it best, and wouldst that man should know ! 
What is this sublunary world ? a vapour ; 
A vapour all it holds; itself a vapour} 
From the damp bed of Chaos, by thy beam 140 

Ezhal'd, ordain'd to swim its destin'd hour 
In ambient air, then melt and disappear. 
Earth's days are number*d, nor remote her doom ; 
As mortal, tho' less transient, than her sons ; 
Yet they dote on her as the world and they, 145 

Were both eternal, solid, thou a dream. 

T)iey dote on what ? immortal views apart, 
A region of outsides ! a land of shadows 1 
A fruitful field of flow'ry promises ! 
A wilderness of joys I perplex'd with doubts, 1 50 
And sharp with thorns ! a troubled ocean, spread 
With bold adventurers, their all on board ; 
No second hope, if here their fortune frowns ; 
Frown soon it must. Of various rates they sail. 
Of ensigns various ; all alike in this, i ^; 

All restless, anxious, toss'd with hppes and fears 



And stormy Ihe most gen'rjl blast of life : 
All bound for happinesa; yel (tw piavlde 
The chart of Knowledge, poinling whsre il Mtt, 
OtVirlac'a helm, l» thape iherourse design'd: 
At), more or lesi, capricious Pale lament, 
Ndiv lified by the tide, and now resorii'd. 
And Tiirther from their wither than beftire: 
All, moreorlesa: iheidash. 

To mutual hurt, -^ . iion, driv'n. 

And suS''rlng more lan from Fate. 

Ocean! thoudreai ultuous home 

or dangers, atelcru^ nan I 

Death's capital, where luu domineer], i 

With all his choien terroun ;. vning round, 
fTho' lately feasted high al Aloion's cosi •) 
Vi iL.'e-op'ning, and loud-roaring still for more .' 
Too fdithful mitn>r I how dosi thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human Itfel i 

Th^ strong luemblance tempts me fiirlher itjil : 

By moral truth, in such a mirror teen, 
Wliich Nature holdtfbr ever si her eye. 

St'Il'-tlatlec'd, unexperient'd, high in hope. 
When young, wi!h languine cheer, and streaineBgi 
We rut our cable, launch into the wnr Id, 
And fondly dream each wind and star our friend; 
Ali in some dailing enterpriie embark'd; 
•Admiral Balchcn, a^r. 
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lere is he can fathom its event 1 185 

a itiultitude of artless hands, 
I sure perquisite ! her lawful prize I 
iteer aright, but the black blast blows hard, 
jff*s them wide of hope : with hearts of proof, 
gainst wind and tide, some win their way, i(;o 
hen strong Effort has deserv'd the port, 
igg'd it into view, 'tis won ! *tis lost ! 
Irong their oar, still stronger is their fate : 
itrike! and, while they triunoph, they expire, 
ss of weather most, some sink outright ; 195 
lem, and o'er their names, the billows close ; 
3rrow knows not they were ever born. 
} a short memorial leave behind, 
I flag floating, when the bark's ingulf 'd ; 
ts a moment, and is seen no more. 200 

'aesar lives; a thousand are forgot, 
few, beneath auspicious planets born, 
ings of Providence 1 fond Fate's elect 1) 
swelling sails make good the promis'd port, 
all their wishes freighted ! yet ev'n these, 205 
hted with all their wishes, soon complain ; 
from misfortune, not from Nature free, 
still are men ; and when is man secure ? 
tal time as storm ! the rush of years 
down their strength ; their numberless escapes 
in end. And now4heir proud success 2/1 

lants new terrours on the victor's brow : 

F iij* 
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Whni pain to quit ihe worl(l,ii»t rn 

Their mn !in itti^ply tiawn'd, anil built N 

I'm law ilicy bullit w!ia build beneiib the titn 

\V(i I hen spsit (if ivo »pari can be 
From moixal man) and Futliine at our nod, 
Thcrgi]'! rlchl grcatl irlumptKinll andiusut 
Whai are llicy ? — The moM liappy (tlrange to 
Convince me motl of hum«n misery. 
\Vhai are ilicy J smilf ng wrtWhes of lo-mcimH 
More wrflclicd (hen fliati e'er iheirsTawe can b« 
Tlicir irB«:h'roui bltisinjs, at ihe iliy rf need, 
J-ike 6'lifr rHillilctifrieriij), unmnsk, and stirgl 
Tben wlial provoking indigence in weatlli 1 
Wl).it aggravated impolence in pow'r I 
High tlilei. then, what In lull of Ihtlr pain t 
If iha' sole anehnr, fnuat to Ihe waves, 
Im-nnrlal Hope I iltGes not the rude nlorm. 
Tjl:c5tomfiri from the ftninSng billow's rage, 
Aiirt makes a welcome harboui of Ihe toinb. 
Ii IhiiasUichof what thy loul arlmirtsr 
" Bui here (ihou aiyal) i*.e miseries or lire 
" Arf huMedinagraup: »inoredisiincl 
" Survey, perliaps, nuighl bring Ihrc bdier (w 
Look on life's siages; they ipnk plainer «{|1 
The pUin^r fhcy, llie detper wilt Ihon sigh. 
.-.ok on thy lovely boy ; in him behoH 
The best ihai can befsll Ihe hc-.i on fwih j 



\ti, on Fiorello loak: a riihei'i htat 
lilonrfer.tho' ilie mxii's ismndesfiio 

Tlieirulliitliro'siiiha mediuui seen, ii 
Iinprtstiun deep, and fjndneis prove ihy liiead.* 

Floretlo : tafclr eau on Ihii rude coaai 
A helpless iiibnl, now n heedleBs child. 
TofocirCUriua'sllmiei tli/cafasucreeds; 
Catefullor love, and yelEeierepa hate! 
O'er Ihy iaaVi joj' how tit ih; fiindiieu (r.vin 
K«iuliil auiirtiiies hit, nlll restiuin, 
A» ihorna fence 'i Ihe tender plant from h»rni, 
As yet his ttason caniiDl ^o alone, 
tiai aiks 1 ileincr nurw to l«3d ii on. 
His llitle heart iibrientetrify'd; 
Tlie bluah of roorning. in his cheek, turns pal«j 
Jls pearly dev-drcp Itemliles in liUeye, 
~~i«h»nnleneyel and drowns an angel there. 
! ! (flUt avails liii innocence ? the task 
early pDw-ra; 

■dltleu, aitd Hdl a wretch before ihe Tali 1 
w cni«l lUs 
Our t:ature iachi wiili aecesiary paioa 
VVc punhaM proeiKTls of pretari^iut pence: 
Tliu' not a father, lUis might steal u sigh- 
Suppn«himdiiriplin'*lariBlii (irnui, 
, 'Twill sink our (toDr-icccui^i ut piorcrilill) 
Bipc fruni ihc mw, (iini.: •.! Uliinv. 
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Ilr 'fan' *rr1osTir», hminils Into Ihe vnrMfl 
The werW h lakcn, atttr irn years' toil, i 
J.il-paiiitm Tror. ■'"' a'l i'ljoys hi* Ol 
A'jul 1h« world's » tutor moM sfvere, 
Iti Imoni hard, and ill deserve h'n patiu 
I'lilrsrhineail hit vinuoul Natjre lsiig')l,FJ 
Or bouk» (hh Vliine's adv^cntn!) insplfjit 

For whn receive* him inio publitk life? 
Men or ih( world, llie lemr-filinl breed, 

V/(1rr>me the inodesi ilranger lo ihe ttphen 

(Wliich plliicr'd long, at distance, Jn hJa si 

And inlheirlio5pila6leaim*enclosf; 

Men wlio tliinli itotighl so strong of the n 

Men that act up 10 Beaton's ggiden rutF, 

All iveal;ne5s of affetiion quite tuWu'd ; -" 

Men lliat would blutli al being thought litKeie, : 

id Feign, for glory, the ttv faults they wanlj 
Thiit love a Me, wiicre truth woold pay as well, 
e shone her own reward. 
thou bear a thoclting sight ? 
ke, 'twill now appear. 
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tvliooJ b right i 
1 ■• III iIiElalalstratMgemtof pcKc, 
/■. ; I =oli seiiwlion in Ihe throng rubb'd off; 
All ilieiri.een purpate in poliletiees sheslb'd j 
his Itienili elcrliul — during inleiett ; 




n implacable — when wofili llieir whily 
\I rtta with ev'ry weir;icc but ihcir a»ii 
\s ivb« at Lticifi^r, and li.iir as good ; 
i\nil bj* wlium, none, but Liuiici, (tin s 
'Jakedihfw'ihcst, (sacummon f.itiun! 
■lati'cJ uf liran, his cruel course Ite rrnii 
;tung out of all imiai amiable In lifi, 
Prompt truth, and open thought andsmileaunfelgn'dfl 
Alf^tioo, as his species wide dilTu^'i!, 
^fable presumpcione lo mankind's ren 
lAgenuous trust, and confideim of lot 

These claims lo joy (if monals joy might claim) 
Will cwthimmany aiigh, till limo andpainJ, 
From the »!ow mistresi of this school Esperiiiice 
And her asiislant, pausing pale Distrusi, 
Purchases denF-baiighl clue la lewlhisyamh 
Tbro' Bwpenline oWiquitin of life. 
And the dark labyrinlh of human hcarls. 
Atid h-ipj>y I ifihiclue shall come >o cht»y , 
Fur n'liiie wc learn lo fhicc wlih publick gulli, 
Fnti oft' we feel its foul contagion loo, 
Jf leas llian heav'aty virtue isour^ard, 
7hiii a slrange kind of can'd necessity 
Dringa down ihe sictting leinper ct his so: 
By haie all«¥i <*> ^^ <h° curreni sump, 
Beluwcall'd Wia' 
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plmtt. fit ID nil« ni*nkliid, 

M ihut vrnuld ilt^ni» ;i Fuul, 
It ilniiik* of Ihow Tevf frwndi ihcy serve 
I (hjinl [he m m Fie iaiijiw »« ? J 

iiLKhcnviT? lUlelMn ilte!r, 

iir^ concenl'd? 
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-];irit, ot It ptov<*our8M((|(h. jB; 

lii neeiJfu' : 1> il I'lcrtforc ri^w f 
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From purlly of Ihoughl ail pleasun- spring). 
And trom an humble spirit all our ptnte. 
Ambit LOiij Pteasurc! leiiu talk al ihEie; 
he Porch ind Acadfmy lalk'il ; 
t that rach foilowing age had niuch to lay, 

nenhausTtd, still ih« oecdfui iheine. 
iVho taHubf these, to mankind all al onie 
!• lalki-. fbt where the saint From either free f 
M Iheic Ihy refuge f — No ; tlie^e rush upon llici 
If illaliteitc, and, Tulture-like, devour; 
^JI ITJ ir I HID |i'i'c>>' tlice- f'Oin Itif FUck, 
Itttnetheui! ftvni this barren ball of t^nh, 
ran uniJiiiln ilive, ihoii xn free. 
f Aiid GrM> tiif Caucasus, Ambition. raJIt; 
ill at lormentB 1 fminence at woe&! 
If cuurled wuei! and courted thra' mistake! 
h not aaibiilun charms il.-ee ; 'ti* t clieal 

VlII maUlhee start, as H aiMsMwr. \ 

Baslgraip U gi^attiess! first know whJl 
lliink'Mllwu tliy greatness in distinct loi 
Nol In the fnlher, wa>« ii e'er to high, 
Ity Foduiie ituck, 1o nintli us rrotn (he throng, 4 
In d'ory ioil(['4t 'lii lod^'d in tiie reverse 
In tfut whichjoir.s, in that w^ichs'.uals 
J tif RMIianl) *iid hil slai*. — '■ a i ealhll 
'■ (It.bsunileJ r^ovpeci, and imm ilal i i 
' ' n, Fvthei Q^d, and brochen in the ikie 
.>!er, it>d«(d, in liroe, bin JciS reiUvIe 
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In exce11eiK9>. |Mpii01»» ttan ltalgli6ftr'«i«*. 
Why greater wiifttc«i laUifalftiiTWlUifciMi tkmh 

If fttiIldeliQ«iiii.niMii>.L€ati»ol9a^... . . '4 
And, mth thy ftiil*«opi»>tDAflBi«f tlw^ iwilJ^ 
Throw scquvflioiitiAtUt^'catt iinwr-tfaytriipwj|. 
Thy slaves andi«9ittlb. How'tdMBtcneonllMnL 
Bjebpuiids OB dMi tf.aiiBis:B«Bi,«»iiiiaBi^ 
Art tboiTiAgiKit if-g1wEtiwiiiindwi MnitOii 
Betv<.re tfafl'onsMianaie: MvwiiteilMrib • j 

Which ill 1111 II mrtnitwin pirlwii \\(i untaiiiiri, : 
Where in the dM^Mr; thaJMrn'Mtmi;. . 
Ecttmals fluWri^g^ and: the tMlifiligot-. . 
Thy greatest gloty, < whilOsdisppiUflO ll9Mi 
Boast that atond in -iHibHi fbyMBtMtf* iluBnei 

We wiselt^ strip the steed we dmbimId dniu 
Judge we^ in their capBrisotw, ofi men ?- 
It nouglit avail6.thee where, but what, thou art. 
All the distinction^ of this little life 
A re quite-cutaneous^ foreign to. the man. 
\Vhen thro*- Death's stneights earth's subtle serpen! 
Which wriggle into wcaltli, or climb renown, [ere 
As crooked Satan- the forbidden tree, 
Tliey leave their party -Kioloured robe behind. 
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen crests, ar.d hiss at us below^ 
Cf Fort une's.tucus strip, them, yet alive, 
Suip ihemcf body too ; nay, closer stiU, 
Auay with iiUbutinaatia-theiiiminde^ 




A;id kl wliat ib«n ivmains impose itadTname, 
PronmU'oe Aem wrak or woilhy, g»tat nt tnesn. 
How meao thannoff iif eIoiT Fortune lighls. 
And OMtli pm oni 1 Uoei ihou demand a ' 
A la:, at once, mfallible ami ahutt. 
Of reil greatiTOH ? thit tiHii gmitl)' lives, 
gfhale'OThI' &tt Wf""". *hogre«tly dies 

]i-fluiti'd Willi bopt wiittr henm shili de^ 

cri tenon, mtny eauni, 
iuiloua, night Uferd but' f«R>eniid«M' 

lliif , (mm Hl3 ilnanr , an cMlh -iotH 
It gtniim ihBH m toonnt, tnifribl« heart ;' 
4e Hewt, hie redifenci 1 ftmnmnu'd 
Is Kcond mt, nri rtv-jl lo the <ki«. 
IB|)tiw«tFpiitli,^Ji««eiret acis of itwn. 

lliB Bohlrst of rnr livfi I 
tr tit ihne Lotenxo's glory titi 
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Sv'n g6od OMii nnn banditti, alid rejoice. 
Like Kouli-Kan, in plunder of the proud. 
Tbo' lomewhit dilconcened, steady still 
To the vaTld'i eiase, nKh half a face of jo;-, 
Lorenzo crie],— " Be then Ambilion cist; 
" Ambilion's dearer l^r stands unimpeach'd, 
" Gay Pleuun ! proud Ambilion is her slave ; 
" For her he soars at great, and hazards ill ; 
■■ For her he fights, and bleeds, or overromes, 
" And paveshisway, with crcivns, to reach her sr 
" WhocaH resist her charms?" —Orshouid? Lon 
What morla! shall resist where angels yield f 
Pleasure's the mislreas of etiiereal poiv'rs ; 
For her Contend ihe rival gods above ; 
Pleasure's the mistreat of (he uorld below. 
And well it i« br man that Pleasure charms ; 
How would aii stagnalB but for Pleasure's my ! 
How would the frozen siream of action ce;i=e 1 
Wliat is Ihe pulse of this so busy world ? 
The love of pleasure: that, thro'ev'ry vein, 
Tlirows mot ion, warmth, and sliutsiruideallifrii 

Tho' varlousare the tempera of mjnkinii. 
Pleasure's gay family holds ail in ciiaiii.i, 
t ome mosl affect the black, and aomt ilic f.iir ; 
Somt honest pleasure court, and some ob^reiu-. 

Mistake iheir gbjecis, or irahiisress iheir bourn!- 



Thfnkyoii there'i but one whoredom ? wlioreJoniail, 

But wben our reawn licences deJight. f)> 

Doai doubl LorcoiD > Ihou shall daubt no mote. 

Ttiy faiher cbides Ih; gallantriiis, yet hugs 

An ugly, cotnmon, hailoE in the dark, 

A rank adulterer with oihers'gold; 

And that hag, VengeatKi, in a cornet charms, {{I 

li.iired her bmlliel has, as well saLove, 

Where liorriil epicures debauch in blood. 

WhattVr ilw motive, Plcdsure is the mark : 

For hvr the black assassin draws his sword ; 

FurlierdaikMatesmen trim their midnighi tamp, fSo 

To which no single s^riGce may iail ; 

For her the saint abstains, the miser starves; 

The Sloick proud, ibc Pletuure, pleasuie seorn'd | 

Fur her, Aajiclion's daughters gclef indulge, 

AiiJ find, or hope, aluiury in leare; j^ 

l"iii htr guill, Bliame, toil, danger, wc dffv. 

And, wiihan Him volupluou., tiuh oii death. 

TTiits univeiial her desp.lick pow'r. 

And a her empire wide, her ptilse iajusl. 
Paiion of Pleasure I D.lirondelighll \i» 

1 am Illy rival ; pleiisurc I pro/ets ; 
Flea-ureilie purpose «f my gloomy tong. 
Pleasure ii noiigiil but Virtue's gay« name; 
I wrotif-heTstill, 1 
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Id plea! 



And bonesl Epicuriu' foes 



is Iht floHr- 

■K fuoU 
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Jt IliisMundahiinli, and givea (he* 
^'eniraln'd wtMlam sti Ii retnins ihc ti 
hiiJK Austerity her cloudy btuH'. 
tiid blames, ai bold ;ind hixardous, the pmite 
Of pleasuK, 10 manliind, uiiprnli'd, too dear I 
Ye modf m Siokks '. h«aT ray eofl reply : 
Their senses men will tr«at ; we cann't inipole, 
f Or, if we could, i; impositlDn light ? 

■n honey sweel ; but, owning, add Ihisstinj,' ' 
N When mix'd with poiion it is deadly tuo." 
PlRuth never wai indebted loa lie. 

Is rouglit but virtue lo be pmi'd as good ? 
Wliy then is health preferr'd before disease ? 
Wh*i Naiuri! loves i»£ood, without our leave ; 
And where twi future drawback cries, " Bewared 
Pleaiure, Iho' not from Ttrlue, should prevai 
'Tisbalm to life, and gmitude to Heav'n. 
Jluw could our thanks for bounties unenjov'd!^ 
_ 3.'h' love of PJeasur; i» man's eldeal-born, 
^^Mm In llii cradle, living lohii tomb. 
^MnitdoiQ, htryonn^TErsiitcr, tho' more grave, 
^"Wai tneaal to minister, and not la mar, 
ImprriaJ Pleasure, queen til human heatts. 
Lun'iiii) I thou, her Majesly's rtiioiru'd, 
1 hu' uucoin counsel, learned in the world! 
Who ihlnk'Hl Ihiself a Murray, with disdain 



r«B)'-n look-oi 






y Demotthenes! 



It itMupleadTkAtHrB's 



!, purp"». piutNlass^ 



Kiiow'di ihoii liei w 
|> Allend n>y ^ingi aii 

h And know ihyicifi and know iliyKK tu !>• J 
' ^(Strange iniiij !} the niu^t absiemioiu nua,d 
Tell nut CiUila, sbe will laugh ibcedcad, J 
Or send ihee to bur bermilBge with I.—- - 
Absurd prctuinptiun '. Ibou, who nevn ki 
A ceriaui thuiight! ihali itiuu dan djvain «l 
No nan e'er found a liippy lift by chiince, j 
Or yawn'd it into being witb a wiib ; 
Or with the iiinut of griiv-ling Appetlla 
£'erimel[iioui, andgrubb'diirrora lh>ri 
An art il 1^ a.id iniut be leani'd j and Ic 
With uacecniiiing effoit, ot be loit. 
And J»vei us pctfecl blockhexla in out bliH.'S 
The eloiutb may drop down liiloi and wlatej; 
'Wealili may seek tu ; but witdum muai bu tout^il•, 
SoughibFroreall but (hotVLiiililieaJJ cIm 
We seek on earth!) 'lis never sought in vain, [« 
First, Plwiiire's binh. tiHf.Mreiijtth. indgni** 
Brougbl forth by Wi»dom, rtUfs'd by DiseipJiM, II 
By Patienee laught, by Perseverance cmvtD'i, 
Slie Kin tur htad iiuje>iitiii rnuiul Iwr thront, 
£iecied in ihc boiuni of Iht juu, 
Each virtue, lined, foTmi her manly guard. 
For H'lul are virtues? [Ibfmidublenjime 1) ^ 

Whal bill the fminljin of defence of joy f .^J 
"WUy lioD cDinniaDded t nlcd inailkiiid coal^^| 



VIGHT THE ElGRTlf. Si 

I merit and to make their bliss? — 

itlator ! scarce so great as kind ! 

i rational, and love delight, 6js 

>ii8 law but flatters human choice : 

isgression lies the penalty; 

the most indulge who most obey. 

sure, next, the final cause explore: 

purpose, its important end. 640 

n human brutal, but to build 
human. Pleasure came from heaven ; 
eason was the goddess sent, 

all its strength by such a charm. 
Srst, succours virtue ; in return, 645 

res Pleasure an eternal reign, 
the pleasure of food, friendship, faith, 
ife natural, civil, and divine ? 
the pleasure of repast we live ; 
the pleasure of applause we please ; , 659 
the pleasure of belief we pray : 
r would cease, if unbeliev'd the prize) 
arselves, our species, and our God ; 
ve more is past the sphere of man. 

for ever Pleasure's sacred stream ! 655 
1, as Euphrates ran, it runs, 
s ev'ry growth of happy life ; 
iw Eden where it flows, — but such 
; lost, Lorenzo ! by thy fall. 

mean I by thy fall i " — Thou'lt shortly see. 



103 ;-miE'C0MqM4KT>i' 

While VltMwn*$ mtara lMit4«V» difrtnj^ . 41 
Already SH^gber,4»igui«B4'9ad«. ^, ,,.'■ j .. ; 
Xhose glorious fiKlarfey AM !?» ^V *ip«P*i: -' n: 
WhenPiiMsuie4a0Uifpv'<^<*b«i^«^^£.: :^ .:: 
Alld▼engeaIlce•t0pin^^lpf|(e|BMli9^ .--^-lill 

From <lue«ifteilu^w H to tt, jM tlt|i | »i^ 
Fiona wiUd emM» fiUu«iM*dtolnvctlM|»4f«l^ 
J|eaW8jiutiw,thUfMC|Mn«« 9Hid4||^lMr4ff|i^ , 
What greater orMo^al-KillLinriiMU' .-^ ", i,.>; 
Than.^ fiiH finqg)tti«? yiMMR ^«inH|<aikr-;i ;4 

Unbroach*d byJMt Mlhsrity«««giMigM . ri 

By tempenBc«« lorvwHOB iimi«fi|i4 ? . 

A thousand JeMratlDrffc'wkUQfke lee. . .\.'i--it'-: 

Heav'n, othen» Md mtnft toml -Mnjnyoi^d tln i % . :. ' 

Drii)k4cep'^ 4keitc|>ev ibenthe nwiw <iTim . H 

Angels are angefe ftm indtilgeiicetlierc. 

'Tis unrepenting pleasure makes a god. 

Dost think thyself a%od from other joys? 
A victim rather 1 shortly sure to bleed. t 

The wrong must mourn. Can Heav'n's appoiotMi 
Can man outwit Omnipotence ? strike out [Ui 
A self-wrought happiness unmeant by biia 
Who n^e us, and the world we would «ojoy ? 
Who forms an instrument^ ordains from whence 
Its dissonance or harmony shall rise. 4 

Heav'n bid the soul this mortal frame inafire^ 
Bid Virtue*s ray divine 4nsi^re the soul 
With idipKcarwua flows of vital joy j 
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jfrWtathing^ man a& well might hope 

, irilliout piety^ for peace. 6^ 

lie then and piety the sftme?" — 

is more; 'tis virtue's source, 

ftv'ry- worth, as. that of joy, 

world this- doctrine ill digest; 

at piety, yet boast aloud * (^5 

:o men, nor Itnow they strive to part 
ire joins, and thus confute themselvest 
begins all good on earth ; 
jt-bord of Rationality, 
, her first law broken wounded* lies ; yno 
lifeless, impotent to good, 
flection bounds her utmost pow'r. 
mn't love, but for th' Almighty's sake : 
>d was ne'er true friend to man. 
er intent taints all he does, 705 

kindest actions he's unkind, 
humanity is built, 
nanity much happiness ; 
U mort on piety itself. 
3mmerce with her God is heav'n, 710 
le tumults and the .-hocks of life, 
of passiojis, and the strokes of Iieart. 
liev'd is joy bcguii ; 
oT'd is joy advanc'd ; 

lov'disjoy matur'd. 715 

!i of pii'ty ditliii;hi inspires ; 



i; 



t4 «n 4M9&AIIIT. • 

Faith bvMi a bridge firmn Hit world to 
O'er death's dark guJph^ and all it* boniMK hMM>s 
Praise, the sweet eihalatteaof onr Jv« . . . ^i - 
Thatjoyezalts^aodHMikmltawcetfrallllf. I ^otP*^ 
Pray'r ardent opens hear*!!*, lets dowar attMHi ; ): >« 
Of glory on the coniMcrBtad hour -. .-r ; •! > .- 

Of man, in aiidieoca with -tha Deity*. • ', i. - 
Who worships tbeOieat Qod, that Iqataat Mna^.), 
The first in heav'D, and setaUafMt on ball. MT, fill ■ 
Lorenzo ! when wast .thon at chnaph btte*)^- .,•> ^tr.-/. 
Thou thinlc'st the senrka loag ; bat la-lt jiMfr ^ / 
Tho' just, uQweicoma. . Tiwii badst nth^ t^aad: ...i t 
Unhallow'd ground; the Mnsc« to win tfcdnejWbvsf. a 
Must take an air less soteniu. 6ha compliaai v, 'IH'.' 
Good Conscience ! at t&a sound iba world vatlNii. . i 
Verse disafTects it, and Lorenao smiles ; ' 
Yet has she her seraglio full of charms. 
And such as age shall heighten, not impair. 
Art thou dejected i is thy mind o'ercast ? 7j$ 

Amid her fair ones thou the fairest chuse 
To chase thy gloom. — " Go, fix some weighty truth; 
" Chain down some passion ; do some gen'routgood; 
" Teach Ignorance to see, or Grief to smile; 
** Correct thy friend ; befriend thy greatest foe; 74a 
" Or with warm heart and confidence divine^ 
" Spring up, and lay strong hold on Hiai who ms* ' 
Thy gloom i i scattered, sprightly spirits flow, tthee." 
Tho* withe r'd is thy vine, and harp imstrang. 



t)D<l mi Hk bowl, ihe i-iol, ind the Han, 
tjoud mlflh, midlaogh'etf WreKliedcomfoi 
I luara itiun half nf ihy iti«P»se. 
ifihler, tha' i»*ver censwi'd yi as sin, 
>lrdi>l1 ■ Ihuughl IJiJl o nly setmi aevett) 
laliair-iinmordi : i>- it mtictiinealg'd? 
yveniing spleen, oidiaaipiiing [tii,iigliT, 

■i hurling uliiers, cr Dur>e)vF>. 
is pr.ile, orcmptiiieis, applies ilie siraw 
Hial licLlw Utile minds *o mlrtfi cftuae ; 
If g'ief appnischinglhe poileiitniia algii! 
w of laughler m^kei » house ol tvc 
nan (tiumpbBni is a muniltoui tight ; 
nail deJKKd In > aiglii as mean, 
Wliiir«u» far iriuniph where tucli i[li abouad 
What for dejeclion whew pftsides,! pow'r 
WhocalI'd u( iiild being- tab: blms'd I 
So grieve, as cuntclbilij>(jcr may rise lo juy ; 
So toy, u cciiiciaiujof to grief may fall. 
M<Mi trueaiFi:einitn never will beiad; 
Bill ncillierwil) Mnoroui, I>ubb1iitg mJiTh, 
A shall** ilreant of luppintss betray i 
. Jij happy 10 be jiwii^e, lie"j sereni;. 

Vci wouIdH (hou Uug^, [but ai ihy own 
1 <iii(oun^l imngeihould 1 preinoit lugi 
■ Reiiic, aiid read IHy Bible, lo lie gay," 
There iruiht abound ur>0Y'reign aliliopeac 
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As thon and thine eve tfpt iifd pnM Wi^^' - '<■•'^• 
If not inspii'a, ttaf ptegnftntp^elMigldirfy' • fqf 
Time's treasure! and'the wonder dTlbcrii^ff'' ' 
Thou thintt'st, perfaq^, tliy sovt Mm «f'imit' '^ 
Alas ! — shoulcf men- mlsndbr thee for ir Mii*^- 

What man'of tatns Afr'genitis, wlidbtty frMi* 
Tho' tender of thr fame; coiiIclinterpoe«rf ^ 

Believe me sense; here^ aots 8 dpiAfejWHV " ' 
And the true critick is a ChriMnnrtoo; * 

But tliese, thon thlnk'st, are ghdttiiy pmUlbiSB^g/L 
True joy in sunshine ne'er was fbnmf «t flhrt. 
They first themselves offend who greatly please^ 7% 
And travel only gives us sound repose. 
Jleav'n sells all pleasure ; effort is the priee. 
The joys of conquest are the joys of man ; 
And Glory the victorious laurel spreads 
O'er Pleasure's pure, perpetual, placid stream. 7JB 

There is a time when toil must be preferred. 
Or joy, by mistim'd fondness, is undone. 
A man of pleasure is a man of pain». 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be bless'd. 
False joys, indeed, arc born from want of thought: 
From tliought'i full bent and energy the true; T^ 
And that demands a mind in equal poij^e, 
K emote from gloomy grief and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only speak« small happiness^ 
put /i.ippiness thai shortly must expire. 9e» 
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loHecticn, al.-nul.' ^^H 


n||^. in a tempta, ««n . 


^^H 


My^- jT liluiUiiiM, Mv. 


m iiMlf an liuur f ^^H 


■(^,jo)',likc(t><<c.«c< 


(tccidwi tiiiebo>^k'd? ^H 


Bdropa tbc donr la h<>^^ 


^tpovcnjr? ^^1 
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■4pttrehl uiuliaUti. m « 
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rLiKfrcHiitrvrK. ^H 


* " Beioi«f«if*vBf." .1 
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EmIis, «nfIiiM»liinn» 
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■• To foil lem)ilatiaii in Ihe doubtful field, 
" And ever-»'aking .irdour for the rlgftr." 
'Tis these Aral givr, fhrn guaid. a, chctlfid 
Kouglii rhul la rl.^lit think lilll«, will 
What Rcas^in bids, Goeb\«it; by hi* 
How DggrditdiiM the smalltal tiling we 

Thus nothing Is insipldto the Wise i 
To tliee insipid all but what ii mad, 
Idjs seaion'tl Mgh, and liUTlng strong «f, 
' " Msd! {thou reply's! with indlgtMtiiMt . 
*' Of aniicni sages proud lo trrad ihc ticps, 
" I follow Naiurf-" — Follow N^i 
Bullookit bet'uDeown, Is Consclenfe 
No part of Nature? is the noi supreme f 
Tlt9u irglcide I O rniw h<^r from ihc dead I 
Then folloit Nature, and resemble God. 

When, ipite of ronaciencE. pleasure is pum'd, 
Man's nature Is unnoiurally pl»i'd ; 
And whai '9 .unnatural U painful loo 
At intervals, and iiiuil dh^usi ev'n tliet ) 
The fad ihouknow'st; but nol perhaps llitctttti 
fuundulionB wllb ifie worldV were Isitf; 
IJeav'ii mi:>'d her with cur make, and iwisM^il 
Her Eacred iiit'rtr^ti wtlh the clring> Of lifhl 
Vhu b^Mk^ her ai. ful mandate chucks tiii 
His better self: and in it greater 

, in (lieir eternal war, n 



NiG¥T TK£ EIGHTH. 8^ 

If 9Q< JO^uft suiTer, ivbich shouid ]«ast be spar'd ? 
Ttie pains of mind surpass the pains of sense : 
Ask, thon* the Gout J what torment is in guilt. 
The joy9 of «eMe to mental joys are mean : 860^ 

Sense in ihte pr«»ent only feeds ; the soul 
On past and future forages for joy : 
'Tis h^'s, k>f retrospect, thro' time to range. 
And forward time's great seque} to survey. 
Could humao courts take vengeance on the mind. 
Axes might rust, and racks and gibbets fall. 866 

Guard then thy mind, and l«ave the rest to Fate. 

Lorenzo ! wilt thou never be a man ? 
The man is d«ad who for the body lives, 
Lur'd by tb» beating of his pulse, to list 879 

With ev'ry lust that wars against his peace, 
And sets him quite at variance with himself. 
Thyself first knovv, then love : a self there is. 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms : 
A self there is as fond of ev'ry vice, 875 

"While ev'ry virtue wounds it to the heart; 
Humility jlegrades It, Justice robs, 
filess'd Bounty beggars it, fair Truth betrays. 
And godlike Magnanimity destroys. 
This self, when rival to the former, scorn; SSo 

When not in cotnpetition, kindly treat. 
Defend it, feed it: — but when Virtue bids, 
Tois it or tQ the fowls or to the flames. 

H iij 



^ rssfloaiKAHif. 

And why? 'dt love of pltisnre bidt tZmiMBids 
Comply, or own Mlf-Iove cxtiiiet« or kUnL - J% 

For.whathTico? ScU^lovt In a ipiicakv;. , 
•A poor blind merchant bqyingJoyMoodtal : ' • 
And virtue what? 'titStlMoveinhfrwtli^:- 
Quite akilful in the aiaiket of deilgfct;^ ' ■ 
Self-liove*! food lenw i» lore of tfaac itwad fow^ 
From whom herwif, and all«hc£aa«^{ojr« - i%i 
Other self-love is bat diigait'd aelf-hile^ • ' 
More mortal than the melice of out flttt ; 
A seJ f-iiate now ecaree felt, then Mi ftill sovtj • 
When being cun'd, extinction loiid-Jnploi'< ■ iH 
And ev'ry thing preferr'd to what we aw. 

Tet this sel^Iove Lorcnio makie hit clioki^ / 
And, in this choice trinmphent, boasts «f Joy. 
How is his want of happiness betray'd 
By disaffection to the present hour i 900 

Imagination wanders far afield ; 
The future pleases : why ? the present pains — 
"Cut that's a secret."— Yes, which all men know. 
And know from thee, discover'd unawares. 
Thy ceaseless agitation, restless roll 90$ 

Fn m cheat to cheat, impatient of a pause. 
What is it ? — 'Tis the cradle of the soul, 
Frcm instinct sent, to rock her in disease, 
V hich her physician, Reason, will not core. 
A pocr expedient 1 yet thy best ; and while 91* 

1* mitigates thy pain, it owns^it too. 



, Such an Lorenzo's wielthed temediea ! 

^ SupeiiouT wisdom ii iupcriaur bli&s. 
And *h»t mre mark dislinguislies the wise ? 
Consiitcni wisdom ever wills ihc eamci 
Tliy fichle wild is ever u» (he wing. 
Silk of henelf i« Folly* chjrarlcr. 
At Wi«doin'iieainorii!9[ jFtf-appUuse. 

~ h. ehaagt of evils it thy good suprrme, 
"itbut inrnoiion laniiihou And Ihy rest. 
tan's f;re4tesivtengili it eh««'Din sunding-st 
firs' Burr tyniplom i>f a niind In heaItU 
il o[ Iwicl, and ptedture felt at liome, 
u PttMure (tooi abroad h" joy; imporls; 

i <tUch from witbiti, dnd iclf-suililn'd, llie ime. 
T^ie Iruc U tia'd ami solid as utocli ; 
Stipp'ry Ihe fiilse, nnd losing bs Ibe wavr. 
7'iii>a wild tVundeier !>□ earlh, like Caiti^ 
That like Ihe fbbled, i!elf-eiiainaut'd baj'. 
Home-ton tern {1 1.1(1 oil her tupnmedeliglil ; 
si>r drttdinti int'^rtupilirii Ircm wiihoui, 
^nlll wiih her own londiiion, and ihe more 
Iri'ciiseslw gj-tti, still II chntmstne more. 
No in.111 Is happ; nil he ihinks on carib 
riiere bfeMhn iiol a nloie luippy ihail hinisell 
1 tin ti)«> die;, and lo^c o'l-rltcwt on all | 
A nd li-tr o'Minoiviiif niiLirt ari Mntjcl llcrf, 
■mil aniirlii *K en ruled (o-i*pi.« 



91 1UM C4NN4U 

Tlw' NilflK ttiakej, bow sirft lo lean oo Ktn'al 
To leu VB Mm on whurn arcfaangcla leui } 
Vlithltanidcyei, aaiailtai as ihe^avi, 
Tb«; *tvid Mining ev'ry b^am of Itaoiight, 
TIM tbiir bearts kindle with divire dtlighi ; 
FDrallllMirthoughia, likf angeU, wcnof Bld..'^. 
In lirael't dKam, coi^ iixim, and £o to Iw^v'viMI 
Hence ire Ibcy tiudiaui af eequMier'd «cen*V .' 
While Doiwunddiisi^liDiicoiitfail thee. ,.^ 

WeteaIIineabapj>7 revellingi va|Udj;ej)f%^ J| 
Thtt opUtefor (nquietvde wilhia. 
Lorenio! neTer mui was iiuty blesa'd. 
But it compot'd and gave him such a ca«t. 
At Folly might niislake for wani ot joy : 
A cast unlike the triumph oT liie proud ; ff 

A modest aspect and a imiie at heart. 
C faiajoyfraia th^ Philander spring I 
A spring perennial, rising in the breast. 
And permanent at pure i no turbid sireara 
Of tapt'rous exultation, siTtlling high, ffc 

Which, like land-floods, iinpeluoua pour airhile, 
Then sink at once, and leave ut in the mite; 
What docs the man who lianJent joy prefer* f 
What but prffei the bubbles ID the stream f 

Vain are all sudden sallies of delight, 14 

Convulsions of a weak dislemper'd joj. 
Joy's a fix'd slate; a tenure, not a ttJul. 
bliss there is naiie but unprecatioiu bliM : 



rillie£«m; m-II atl, and purchase Ihal. 
} Wby go a-lKg^ing to canl'mgraatt, g 

\ Not gain^ wiih ease, nor aafdy lov'd, if gain-d i 
UpxulGniiutous dcjw Irack, and pause; 
; whai Ihott t nnsi ensure «njoy j 
)4 nought bul what ibougiv'iitlliygrlt ig9iu«,,J 
wn perpetusiM joy lh»l rfSBon givei, 
it a» immortal as htne\(: 
Bhuwtlals n ought immorlalbul their worth. 
yWorih, Gon«eiou3 Worih I should abrtiutely H 

erfoysadc leave of their apprcuch, 
Nor uneyamin-d ever leave obtain. 
Tliou an all anarchy; a tndi or joy] 

Not the least promiie of internal peace ! 

Nu bosom -comfort I or an'borrow'd blitsf 

Thf ifiunghisare vagaboikds; all outward-bound's 

'Mid sands, and rofts.aiidsilonnsjloeriiijeforplea 

ITgaln'd, deAr*baufh!; aad better iniss'd th^n gaui^ 

Much pain mud expiate ivhal mucli pain protur'd, 

Fjnty and lense, from an Infected shore. 

Thy cai^ brine, and pestiknce the prii«. ff/a 

Then rilch thy thlnl, (in«tiable Ihtnl ^M 

By Tond indulgence bm inflnm'd ibe more) ^H 

Fancy >li'l<ruUcs, when poor Sense is lit'd. ^H 

Imagindi'ion i> rhe Papfiiin thop ^H 

In here feeble Happiness, like Vulcan, Ume, 9$S 

"bfoultdeiSfin their dark teceis. 



Tar W^M" 
Will, wan"" i„,,bealtl'.*w 

Which I"'; '' "^ "™«,< toi 'V f"! 

Forwo7K5or*'>T eleBWi'lVP**"; 
And fare's" =' . , ,_TW tW pf, 

•"""T, lS>i">""'"°'1i 

Aitdc"""' j-„mW**^ 
True toPr'""* ;a« in iWn? 



injdvet wafMng, triple croiroB nrc pnor: 
nd b* rrreng'd- 
_|i|Hei»ure,wehoih agree, Hmim'trbivl gocdi 
Our only conltn irlaBI dcnrvei ihe iiatna. 
Give Pltliore'B oamt to navuht but vihm has f 
Th' auihcmick saal of Rtoion (which, 1il>e Yt 
Dttwjra on what il (I'sirs) and defies 
T)K louth of Time; wlioii pasl n pleasure siill 
ntanr on trial, lnveH« Jijr its agr, 
Atiil-doolilj^ In bv prii'd, e il promolES 
u Iiuure, whll« r( fotms oar prr^enl joy. 

(r \U'inns tliui ytxr, md jlltl Ihc ti 
iTiifettniiiy, »omtgli« 
Afifiorr'd AnOlliilHiiun dreadful charois. 
Are rii'itjoptonicndlngltar thy t)iol«*.' 
Cui]sult thy whal* cxidvncf ,.ancl be mru i 
That oruli! will put ill dimbi lo flighl. 
Ill, ilio' mv icciutelungi 
ti IlraT'D Biitwtir At tha ifal. 
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Tn COMflJlfllY*- .', 

ithisberoicklestoiitlKNiliattlctm^.- ?•/.-'' f 
frown at plealure* and to tmile in p^la; .- 

r'd at the proipeet of uncjondacl bMaa, f . 

ear'n in rerenfaOyllke tbt imiy aaiyot ^'r; •. ' 

eneatb th* horlMo, cbeen vt In tUii witUi' . ' 
tihedsyo'ntonltiaioeptibttof U^i^ ■.-.•■. 
fbe glorious dawn of onr etarnal day. • ■•? 
This (tayt Lomuo) it afUr barangno; . , I 

But can lianiigoeibiow boekttfoqgNalnittM 
" Hi iiiriii i!n tiilf nrir'n piiihri tfirn' iwinmlwj 
** Wiiicli sweeps away man's impotont naobv^ i 
*' And lays his labour lerrl'with tba world f 4 

ThemseWes men make their comment on maril 
And thinlc nought is but what they Und at hoiMi 
Thus wealcness to chimera tarns the tmtb. 
Nothing romanticlc has the Muse prescrib'd^ 
Above, * Lorenzo saw the man of earth. 
The mortal man, and wretched was the sight 
To balance that, to comfort and exalt, 
Nowr see the man immortal ; him, I mean. 
Who lives as such ; whose heart, full bent on i 
Leans all that way, his bias to the stars. 
The world's dark shades, in contrast set, shall 
His lustre more, tho* bright, without a foil. 
Observe his awful portrait, and admire ! 
Nor stop at wonder; imitate, and live. 

Some angel guide my pencil, while I drav 
What nothing less than angel can exceed. 



^. jHK EIGRTH. 

I on earth devoted to the skies; 
iips in seas, while in^ above the world, 
h aspect mild, and elevated eye, 
I him seated on a mount serene, 
the fogs of sense, and pas^^ion's storm : i 
i black cares and tumults of this life, 
irmless thunders, breaking at his feet, 
his pity, not impair his peace. 
i genuine sons, the sceptred and the slave, 
'led mob 1 a wand'ring herd he sees, icpc 

T'd in the vale ; in all unlike ! 
reverse in all 1 what higher praise ? 
ronger demonstration of the right ? 
•sent all their care, the future his. 
blick welfaie calls, or private want, 1095 
to Fame ; his bounty he conceals, 
es varnish Nature, his exalt, 
esteem they court, and he his own. 
vrild chace of false felicities ; 
ws'd possession of ♦*• 



Ab cnpiffe, jji !■• Mwec; wc^te a gBMfc 
Thty thinfs teinmM l wonfei^ •» JMne; 

IBM mJ^KB ■■■Nnnif PMV tSRvV^ Si flSR 

That diimidt wjgkiy <fli Avrtcnhii •■fnij, . 

Which laBgi,i*io§mtc,«»kiie all bomC r 

Titles and honoori (if tl*y prove hit IStte) 

He Uyii If idfc fo iitf hi* d^^y ; 

No dignitj iher <ttd itraogftt bceidei. ' 

Thex triiunph la eAterttlt^ (which conceit 

Mati'f real gloiy) pAHii. of in eclipse ; i 

Himielf too maeh he pHset to be proud. 

And nothinf thttiktf io greet in ntim as maa. 

Too deep he holdi hie lot'rett to neglect 

A nother'f welfare, or hi» right invade ; 

'I'lieir itit'rest, like a lion, lives on prey. i 

'i'ltoy kindle at the bhado.v of a wrong; 

Wrong he sustainH wiili temper, looks on Heav'n: 

Nor titoops to tliinii his i juror his foe. 

Nought but what wounds his virtue wounds his pcL^ 

A iM\ i'r*d heart their character defends ; j 

A «.ovor\i heart de.iica htm half his praise. 

With nnkcdnoss his innocence agrees, 

\\ hile tluir brt>atl foliage testifies their fall. 

Ihoir Mv> j.>>s c.»d where hia full fe^ut begins; 

) Ux )ov« c.oat^N theirs murder, future bliss, 

i'i> ijiU.'. \» i.i cx:»:e:ice \\\i aluiie , 



NI6HT THE BICUTIt. 99 

And his alone triumpbujitiy to think 

His true existence is noit yet beguo. 

His glorious course was y£Sterday complete ; 

Death then was welcome ; yet life «till is sweet. 1 140 

But nothing charms Lorenzo like the Rrm 
Undaunted breast.-^Ai)d whose is that high praise ! 
Th^y yieI4 to pleas we, tho' they danger brave> 
And shew no fortitude but ip the field ; 
If there they shew it, 'tis for glory shewn, 1 145 

Nor will that cordial always man their hearts. 
A cordial his sustains that cannot fail : 
By pleasure unsubdu'd, unbroke by pain. 
He shares in tlvit Omnipotence be trusts ; 
All-bearing, all-atfempting, till he falls, 1 159 

And when he falls writes nd on his shield. 
From magnanimity all fear above; 
From nobler recompence above applause. 
Which owes to man's short outlook all its charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 1155 

Lorenzo cries, — " Where shines this miracle? 
" from what root rises this immortal man ?" 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo's ground : 
The root dissect, nor wonder at the flow*r. 

He follows Nature, (not like thee*) and shews us 
An unin verted system of a man, n6i 

His appetite wears Reason's golden chain, 
And finds, in due restraint, its luxury. 

• See Night the Eighth, ver. 8j8. 



VIGHT THE EIGHTH. Id 

Who thinks earth nothing cann't its charms admire ; 
He cann't a foe, tho* most malignant, hate. 
Because that hate would prove his greater fee. 1 195 
'Tis hard for them (yet who so loudly boast 
Good-will to men ?) to love their dearest friend; 
For may not he invade their good supreme. 
Where the least jealousy turns love to gall i 
All shines to them, that for a season shines : 12^0 
Eachact, eachthought, he questions;'' Whatits weight, 

'* Its colour what, a thousand ages hence ?" 

And what it there appears he deems it now; 

Hence pure are the recesses of his soul. 

The godlike man has nothing to conceal ; 1 205 

His virtue constitutionally deep. 

His Habit's firmness, and Affection's flame : 

Angels, ally'd, descend to feed the fire. 

And death, which others slays, makes him a god. 

And now, Lorenzo ! bigot of this world ! 1 2 1 d 

Wont to disdain poor bigots caught by Heav'n ! 
Stand by thy scorn, and be reduc'd to nought ! 
For what art thou i — Thou Boaster I while they glare. 
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth. 
Like a broad mist, at distance, striken us incst, 1215 
And, like a mist, is nothing when at hand ; 
His merit, like a mountain, on approach. 
Swells more, and rises nearer to the skie^, 
I3y promise now, and by posse.^sion, soon 
(Too soon, 100 much, it cannot be) his own. i ; .: 

.ft 



I^IGHT THE EIGHTH. IC) 

Discerns, compares, weighs, separates, infeis, 

Seizes the right, ar.d holds it to the I<ist, 

How rare! in senates, syr.cds, sought in vain , 1 250 

Or if there founds 'tis sacred to the few; 

While a lewd prostitute to multitudes, 
^ Frequent as fatal. Wit. In civil life 

Wit makes an enterpriser, sense a man. 

Wit hates authority, commotion loves, 125$ 

And thinks herself the lightning of the storm. 

In states 'tis dang'rous; in religion death. 

Shall Wit turn Christian when the dull believe? 

Sense is our helmet, wit is but the plume ; 

The plume exposes, 'tis our helmet saves. 1260 

Sense is the di'mond, weighty, solid, sound ; 

When cut by wit it casts a brighter beam ; 

Yet wit apart, it is a diamond still. 

Wit, widow'd of good fjnse, is worse than nol\^-Ilt ; 

It hoists more sail to i'i:n against a n.ck. i iC^ 

Thus a half-Clie^tK-rfieid is quite a fool. 

Whom dull fools mofm, and b!cj>5 iIkmh '.v:iiil of v.it. 

How ruinoiii the rock I wiirn tlicc shun. 
Where Sirens bit to sing th^e to tJi\ f^tcl 
A joy in which our rcaocn bears nu ]).irt, 1270 

Is but a sorrow, tickling ere it stings. 
l.ct not the cooings of the world aiiurc thci* ; 
Which of her lovers ever fou-id 'rv iri:t' :* 
Happy I of thib bad world who li:tlf know .- - 
And \x*i we much r.iuit know her to Le -..i".- u , <> 



I,t ,votU, i'^'- ^ ,.,„,£ long. 
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'^ ' , K,«lv, fort""*' * . , not all aWe; 



NIGHT THE EIGHTH. lOJ 

Nay, the sun shines not but to shew us this. 
The single lesson of mankind on earth : 1 305 

And yet — yet what ? No news I mankind is mad ; 
Such mighty numbers list against the right, 
(And what can't numbers, when bewitch'd, achieve !) 
They talk themselves to something like belief 
That all earth's joys' are theirs: as Athens' fool 
Grinn'd from the port on ev'ry sail his own. i si i 

They grin, but wherefore ? and how long the laug!i i 
Half ignorance their mirth, and half a \\^, 
To cheat the world, and cheat themselves, they smile : 
Hard either task ! the most abandon'd own i ;, i ; 

That others, if abandon'd, are undone: 
Then for themselves, the moment Reason v. ake^, 
(And Providence denies it long repose) 
O how laborious is their gayety ! 
They scarce can swallow their ebullient spleen, 1320 
Scarce muster patience to support the farce. 
And pump sad laughter till the curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I say i some cannot sit it out ; 
Oft* their own daring hands the curtain draw, 
And shew us what their joy by their despair. 125 

Their clotted hair! gor'd breast 1 blaspheming eye ! 
Its impious fury still alive in death I 
Shut, shut the shocking scene.- -But Heav'n denies 
A cover to such guilt, and so should man. 
Look round, Lorenzo! see the reeking blade, i j \o 
Th' envenom'd phial, and the fatal ball ; 
The strangling cord, and 6uflocal\t\g%U4&^vcv\ 





Thelmiiripme rol«nncsf, wafeafj 
Ffom tajmg tioi CilowcrwicitlMi) 
And pride in IhCBc mote (uxnble «| 
Hn» horiji! all lo thought— bfU hO* 
Thtti vouch \ht truth, and aldrnf he 
Prom virc, mom, (wty, do mao *, 
Dlisa is loo grew lo lodue wiUlJii w I 
When an unniorlol twioi- aitnt 9I bfi 
Diiiallon u e^uniUr 10 tlie oanu. 
Oforajoy rcouiicuSKHl jo)-fi;(imllu 
Wbich Kuiea nwn iDao, anl, excici. 

Aiiit piomiscs: that w»avcs, wM at 

The (kliesi |)ro»|i«t ioic ptaant ji^ 

A Toy .uiibllloiB ! joy in coinnjoii btl 
With lliioiic) clhei-eiiJ, and ttuiigie: 
A joy high-prifil^'d from clunrc, lit 
A Joy wiifh ddUh shall dauUc.jUifai 
Craun'd highej-, and still higber,»i s 
Thrj' blpis'd clcniiiyi luug day, jci 
N.it more remoic from aortow iban Ik 
WJiBiP l.iviih hand, who«e love Unft 
Sci much of Deity an guiliy dusl, 
There, my Lucia ! m»y i nwtr Ihev 
AVhere pot li^r pi»ence can intprei* 
AITecIs nal Ibis the tige* of U«t WM 
Gmi nouslil aOeel lli«itt, but wint M 



.'iirnted you t^uih(tIio' sDratdDKB) 

\r ty stanBthtiighlJat yoUTde9igi«i)iiIw*»'iI),^ 

.-'■le pWntI wllct* overbaihiVit i* jfOirf bl.ii 

■, . e you not wiw r — yea knew yoo art .■ v 
' lie irurli. amid your iium'roiii»(!htn>e>inb(4J 
I f over look' d, 0( ihroiM mit, ifswn 
■' Out LCficmM'ta plan by ihii worlilorthmi 
■M( ihe solp li iff' rente bMWrtn ivlMa 
All ivontiy men wlil we(g]i yon inihi)i«ol«(,( 
Whai ironde;, ihni, H (bey proiiount 
t> hlieir eilei'ui nl.uie lint worlH yiiuf e 

A^..-ln 111.' M'Tn-'i- ■-' itf ■"!■ Of Mmnioo 

Tii'.i.-,4Vey,iirl',ii:'.i-. .iiiJ OHlMtKOWOTliNftrtl 

T)i.' worl,! r.-|i('v ■ ii.j' . — bui Iho Wt 

■■' ■ 1 'S« l(in««vi ilHy, 

^RBlnM diomtc(vi-s 
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NIGHT IX. AND LAST. 

CoBtiJalafi Miioiigothet tb^tty 

Ik A t^lALClBBVBYdr TaS MOCTtrnXAL^HCAVEy?. 
11. A aiOMT-AOOAMS TO TBB DKITY. 

Humkly inicribtd to 

BU OBACB tHB DtKB OP ))EWkAStLE» 
boe of hla Mi4<M)r^ priiidpalfecfetsriesof State. 



rati* ccntmria Puarefieaden*.. v: R ., 



A« when B travel ler^ b long day past 

tn pBijifBl search of what he cannot find^ 
At night's approach, content with the next cot. 
There ruminates awhile his labour lost/ 
Then cheers his heart with what his fiite affords, . s 
And chant« his sonnet to deceive the time. 
Till the due season calls him to repose; 
Thus I, long^traveli'd in the ways of men. 
And dancing, with the rest, the giddy maze, 
\Vhere Pisappointment smiles at Hope's career, lo 
Warn'd by the languor of life's ev'nmg ray, 
At lengtl^ have hous'd me in an humble shed, 
VThere, future wand'ring banish'd fn^m my thovf ht. 
And waiting^ patient^ th0 sweet hour jot'rcc^ 
Volume II. ^ 



Ichaiethc itncntfwhliaiaricuiMine. if 

Song sooths bur p:iJns, anit age ba pains to unlit. 
When Bgp, care, crime, and friendi, embrac'd it 

Torn from ray bleedingbreast, and dealh'idarksliidt, 
Which hovers o'er me, quenrh Ih' elhereal fire. 
Can's! Ihcni, O Night ! indulge one labonr more i jO 
One labour more indulge! then sleep, my arrain 1 
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:': blush by custom it wip'd off, 
A iid 1 onscience deaden'd by repealed siFokei, 
* nuoneisnaturaliz'd'aureRfNes, 



A iid 1 onsci 
H:sii.rBra 



J(IAilTWB«irai« til 

10tm ctMeitCMrfM'ft our cuoe ta kattt, 
T» triii|Htli,ia 4pe.lHackiieas ofour gnik, 
(A» iMlfaui't gkm^ ^ dfeiicst j0|) 
^iidAfiMr^iii#9|irieii9eswta«nri^c«^ 4$ 

Bntgtfmmpmtij^U iio«liup^ np Wwt alloy ; 
pnnt joy WfWigr ^^iiHe natuHy 'fl Mwoe ; 
Yet itUl ft ill 4«i«nrci Levi»so*t boHct. 
Mo jofp «0 ^«7VcMt)cit <ii tby ligiit* 
Bttt, Uuoqgb At thin paaitknaimk horn; 50 

I ice ittMdiM vomby Dcftisy, 
AjmI tint in 8orrow>nRy^ this k stene ; 
While lurvfli« ink* rittf the doiflAii kneH» 
And ConscieocSf ddw so joft thou ecwce can'st heor 
Her fihl^n; ashcte her eterool fttk ss 

Where the ip[Hiiieiicloi« 6f the lait .yfear*B scene, 
Tkeir port so fCfltd« their hiulcifly «nd their plume ? 
How meby slccy^ Mo bepe the #orld anveice 
Wltblostft, ond.vithnoi^l Hn DeMh ppoctaitn'd 
A truce, ead Jiui\f hie wted lenee on high f €0 

'TU brandishNI stilly aor &l|til the pnHem year 
Bf more tenadoMS of Ikt tHMsen leaf, 
Orspmi. «fleeUeli«»,athirmer AIL 

But needlcai mniMBiieiita to wake the thought ; 
' life's gayvst annef ipeah toan^s BMrtality, 65 

Tho* in a ft^li bbohI florM^ AiRaa plain 
4f mavtolomniy p^tnMt^ and tumhe. 
What are our noUett ortpoMnta, hut Deaths 
Tuni'd flatterers ^JLIft[inpAintx>r marble, 

Kij 



As some bold plunderers tor oury u «.« 
We ransack tombs for pastime ; ftom 
Call up the sleeping hero; bid him tre 
The scene for our amusement. How 
V^e sit, and wrapt in immortality. 
Shed gcn'iious tears on wretches bora 
Tbeit fate deploring, to forget our ov 

What all the pomps and triumphs 
But legacies in blossom? Our lean s( 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanit 
Prom friend& intcrr'd beneath a rich 
Like otlier worms we banquet on th< 
h\^e other worms, shall we crawl oi 
Our present frailties or approaching 

Lorenzo ! sucli.the glories of the ' 
— t.i if«»if? Thy woi 



Whpit hmcf'd t^wm support the d^pcser'sheel. 
The iiiai«|'<a|iMU<vui fnune the sii^exbalea} 
Wind! Matter t|09jDf b th^tvinigbtic void tlie dry : loo 
Earth ff <p B >i M <ji p i|»rt .ofnybjrt th^^Vit, 
AjaA the fine^ f«i»r »ainita of^wioga pf liif : 
£acb eletOBtt |«Hrta|fCi,oiir M«tter'd .apoila. 
As Nature wMlfoiicjrttiosapi^Bail. i^ao'^^^ 
Inhabits all t^inga hut the thaught .oCoiaii. icj 

k^r man alojaa.; I|m hr«aihiqi:hii>t«x|Mrea; 
Hif mH M nwiM; epHMTYtdk; wbftrrnaw 
T^Roina«?-0!ffi9l|f'thi9.a|«Upi a^«iipiyaama.| 

Yet few T^pii4 tMw.ii|.4l|^.i«p6tl 14dlP«. 
Tho'hatf«ip^laarDi>V^<(Wi[«i)iii^plii. no 

When down thy V4l«» liv^hld hy midaifhl thought^ 
That lovca to iirapdyia>,thy siuMiafiraaliiia^ 
O Death! If/Mf^ pay viairi wM viaimM rise \ 
What triuroplia] toUsimperiall JMrtsdlviMl 
In withep^ U#|l%g|tM« bafiHt,iny sight I 1 1 s 

What laBJi^of Ai^'d i^fui, htllo^'^i h^i 
With hti{n|i|} n^ta^q, roll aloijkg 
fai unsohatapttol. magfM^ fkjuis 1 

The roe|«p:hpJsr||^ of <toMi^W"f^ 

Whisp'jripg.fajnt arfcow ef the world's ajpip^uae : 1 20 

With penitential jpi|{||CK a^|||?y r«s. 

Ail point at earili, afi^^ja^lminan pride. 

The wisdom oC t|i%«4ar^. a^ j»riincii]^ of tha great. 

Btt^ O IamiIO:! %.t^j|i»l alK>>;c« ' 
C^ghaatlynaiiaH^ap^oip^oaa.slaei, 11^ 

• • • • • 
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One form assaulla my 
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1 see llie mfghly sHadow r oosy 


wreath 




And dismal ien't/eei i 
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Heclin'd, »he »ecps her d«solat(d realms, 
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, weeping, prophecies 
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1 flames; 




But, like Casiiindra, 


prophesie: 


sinvsin; 




Foi knows'! ■..-_ 




thou loath la know. 
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>f the skies; 


Iji 


Deluge and C 




:dful ponr'nl 




Prime minlsu. 
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far, ruin. 
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In mutual conniot'Would they i 
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Hut not for this ordain'd their boundless rage. 
^Vhea Heav'n's tnferiour inil rumen ts of ivrath, 
War, fami::e, pesiilenoe, are found too weak 
'I'll scourge a ivorld for her enormous crimes, 
'riiese are let loose slleinate : down they rush, 
Mivift and tempestuous, from th' eternal (hrone. 
With irresistible commission arm'd. 
The world, in vain corrected, to destroy. 
And ease creation of ihe shocking scene. 

Seesi thou, Lorenzo I what depends on man ! 
The fd!e ot Nature, asformai^herbirth, 
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u^h^fe acton change earth's transitory scenes^ 
nd makecreation groan with human guilt. 
ow most it groan, in a new deluge whelm'd, 
lit not of waters! At the destin'd hour, 
|r the loud trumpet suTnmon'd to the charge, 
^e all the formidable sons of fire, ' 
ruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, play 
heir various engines, all at once disgorge 
heir blazing magazines, and take, by storm, 
bis poor terrestrial citadel of man. 
Amazing period ! when each mountain-height 
utbums Vesuvius; rocks eternal pour i6 

heir melted mass, as rivers once they pour'd; 
ars rush, and final Ruin fiercely drives 
T ploughshare o'er creation ! — while aloft, 
)re than astonishment! if more can be ! 
• other firmament than e'er was seen, 170 

in e'er was thought by man! far other stars! 
•s animate, that govern these of fire; 
Dther sun ! — a sun, O how unlike 
Babe at Bethle'ni ! how unlike theMan 
groan'd on Calvary ! — yet he it is ; 175 

man of sorrows ! O how chang'd ! what pomp ! 
ndeur terrible all heav'n descends I 
uds ambitious triump'.! in his train. 
\ archangel, with his golden wing, 
s and cluuds that darken and disgrace iSo 

ne divine, sweeps stars and suns aside. 



An>J iiDw, allilros; remov'd, hcuv'n'sDtrn p«N| 
Full on the cunlines of our ether ftiivaei; 
WNile (drcadfjlromnstt) far, liow rarbtneatb 
Hell, bjT^iing. belches f^rih hec blazi'<g leai. 
And sti^rms lulphureuut, her voracioaiisiiFa 
Expanding wide, and roaring far her prey. 
Lorenio! welcome 'a Ihis scenei ihe last 
In Nnlure'a course, the first in Wiidom-l ihough 
Tliis slrihej, ifauglil can alrike Ihee: fhii auakei 
Tliema;iaiipinF; tliii spa :liea man from dratb. 
House, rouic, Loreniol ll m, aart Tollow mp. 
Where truih, ibe moit mo^ieniout man can Iinr, 
Laud calll my soul, and ardour wingi her tlighl. 
I find my in.'piialion in my iheme: 
Thegnin^uroFmy subject is my Mnsf. 

Al midnight, when mankind in wrapp'd in pear 
And H'oildly Fancy feedi on golden dreams. 
To give ntore.diead to man'* mMt dieadfal howi 
At midnigti', 'tis prasum'J, this pomp will burtt 
From Tenfold d:irkneu, sudden as the spaTk. 
Frsm smiiien steel '. from nitrous grain tlie bine. 
Man, itaning from hii couch, tball titep no mura 
The day ia broke, whicb never ntdie ibdil close I 
Above, around, btnealh, amaluneDl all I 
T*'rrour and ginry joined •:! tbcir CKtinnn 1 
Out God in grandeur, and our jvorltt on lirel 
All Nature >riug;{ling in the pjngsof draUil 
I>ijji Iheunutliewbttf doHibpit.DOIdepIoM- 
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Her strong convulsions, and her final groan ? 210 
Where are we now? Ah me! the ground is gone 
Oh which we stood. Lorenzo ! while thou may'st 
Provide more firm support, or sink for ever 1 
Where? how? from whence i Vain hope 1 it is too late!. 
Where, where, for shelter, shall the guilty fly, 215 
Wheii consternation turns the good man pale ? 

Great day ! for which all other days were made ; 
For which earth rose from chaos, man from earth. 
And an eternity, the date of gods. 
Descended on poor earth-created man ! 220 

Great day of dread, decision, and despair! 
At thought of thee eacl^ sublunary wish 
Lets go its eager grasp, and drops the world. 
And catches at each reed of hope in heav*n. 
At thought of thee I — and art thou absent then ? 225 
Lorenzo ! no ; 'tis here ; it is begun : — 
Already is begun the grand.assize. 
In thee, in all: deputed conscience scales 
The dread tribunal, and forestals our doom ; 
Forestals, and, by forestalling, proves it sure. 230 
Why on himself should man void judgment pass? 
Is idle Nature laughing at her sons ? 
Who Conscience sent her sentence will support. 
And God above assert that god in man. 

Thrice happy they I that enter now the court 235 
Heav'n opens in their bosoms : but how rare, 
A{imcl that magnanimity^ how rarel 
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fit THE CONIaLtTI 

Whai hero tjkc the in<n who itandi him 
Whodjtn tumMt hii naked hMfl alone, 
Wha hran, intrepid, the fu'l charg* it biiH 
Retolv'd to illence future murmunthercf^ 
Tbc cowanl Rirs, and, flying, is undone. 
(Att lliouacowatdf no:) the coward flic*t l 
Thinks, but ihioU atlightly; a.<kt, but fran If 
AiLi " What i« imth {" with Pilate, and n 
D»90lTei Ihccouit, and minjletwilfa Ihelt 
Aeylum sad! from rH&on, hope, and hcavralHl 

Shall all but ciibti lodi out withaident eye ^ 
For that greit day which »>-. ordain'd for n 

day of coniuinnulion I mnrli *upr«nie 
(If met) arc vise) of ha man thought I nor Ic 
Or in the sight ofangcjj or thei( king I 
An§;eli, whaie tadianl circle, heijtht o' 
Order o'er order, rltinj. blait o'et bla«. 
As in a theatre, Burnmndthis ecenr, 
Intent on man, and snKloui for his l^ie. 
AngeU look out fbr iHee ; tar ihM their lArd, 
To vi>idlcaiehi*Klory; and for thee 
Creatiim univerMJ calls aloud 

To divolve ihe moral world, and give 
To Nature's renoi-atlon brighter ihiirmi. 

Shall man alone, ivhoK fate, who-r final b 
Hangs on thai hour, exclude it from lilt iIhiii| 

1 think of nothing else; 1 we! I feelll ! 

All Nature, likeanearIhi|uake,tteaibliiigtMai#4 



An Deiticty llliB iMMer't twanni, mi wing t 

All bufiar li^ «^ Ml meniiite Mate t 

[ tee tlM In^lilr elltliimi'4 1 dielbMnf guavd! 

Ilie infllMM opeii'd I fli^eii'd er'rj heart ! 

a taibtttfi foiWtlDg out each scbrtt thoogiit I 270 

ffo patrtm i iBtefeieiior Rone I now past 

rhe awcet, the element, mediatorial boar I 

^giflt no pleAt \» pain no pause ! no bound! 

Inexonhle all! ' aud all exirenne I 

NormaniliHto; the Hbe of God and man, 271 

Mkn hill dHfe Mn, Maaphemlnif, dnigs hia chain, 
hvA rears his hraaen front; with thunder scan'd, 
RccciTet his sehtenee, tad begins bis hell. 
VU Ycngeanc^ past, now sjbems abundant grace, 
•ike ndvion In a stormy skj, how roll 289 

'isbnUAilieffeal he cursea whom he dreads, 
id deems it the first moment of his fall. 
Tie present to my thoi^^t t— and yet where is it ? 
^la cannot leir me? angels cannot guesa 
> period, ftom created beingt lock*d 2S5 

ukneai^; bM the pmceai and the place 
eas obscure ; for these maiy man inquire, 
thoo gMl close of hunian hopes and fears ! 
key of hearts I gieat finisher of iktes f 
•ad ! andgveit beginning ! say, where art thou ? 
vSi In time, nor in eternity ? 291 

eternity aer time I find thee : 
s two motlaacha oto their borders meet, 
:bt of all elaps'd or unanlv*d\) 
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With banners streaming as the comet's blaze. 

And clan ions louder than the deep-in storms. 

Sonorous ts immortal brealh can blow^.- 32$ 

Pour forth tlieir myriads, potentates, and pow*rs. 

Of light, of dai^ness, in a middle field. 

Wide ts creation 1 ■ populous as wide I 

A neutral regioa I there to mark th' event 

Of that great drama, whose preceding -scenes 330 

I>e!ain*d them close spectators, thro' a length 

Of 4|gefl, rip'niog to this grand result; 

Ages as yd imnumber*d but by God, 

Who now,.pronounciqg sentence, vindicates 

The rfghU of virtue, and his own renown. 33s 

Eternity, the various sentence past. 
Assigns the sever'd throng distinct abodes, 
Sulphmcom or ambrosial. W hat ensues ? 
The deed predominant I the deed of deeds ! 
Which makes a hell of hell, a heav*n of heav'n. 340 
The goddese, with determin'd aspect, turns 
Her adamantine key's enormous size 
Thro' dettiny'# inextricable wards. 
Deep driving ev'iy bolt on both their fates ; 
Then from the crystal battlements of heav'n 345 

Down, down she burls it thro' the dark profound. 
Ten tbous39d thousand fiithom, there to rust,. 
And ne'er unlock her resolution more. 
The deepreponnds, and Hell, thro' all her gloomy, 
Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. 3$^ 

yj'wffie II, V. 



I» THE COHMLATIOn. 

O liow unlike (lie chorus oT ihe skie*' 
O how unlike those shouts of joy I hat s 
The whole ethereal ! how (he concave r 
Nnr strange I when deities their loiee t 
And louder far ihan when crealian iw« 
To see Creation's godlike aim and end 
So welt accompliih'd I sodivjnel)' cloi'i 
To see the mighty Dnmallsl's lait act 
<A< meet) iti gloty rising o'er the rrat, 
jjo fanty'd God; a God, indeed, descer 
To solve all knoll ; to ilrihe the Rioral 
To ihrow All I day on darkest scenes of I 
To clear, commend, eiah, and rrown t1 
Hence, in one peal of loud, elemal p»i 
The charm'dspeetalorl thunder (heir ■ 
And Ihe vast void beyond appliuse reso 

What then am If — 

Amidst appk 
And worlds celestial, is there found on 






JnnB, 



\VhiEhjars in the grand chorus, nndn 
CensuieoMlhee, Lorenio! I sutpend, 
I Andlurn ilon mjfself; hownreatlydui 
All, all ii right, by Cod orddin'd or dot 
And who but God lesum'd Ihe fnenda t 
And have 1 been complaining then w I< 
Complaining of bis ^ours, pain, and 
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Who witiiom S|fai> advice woujfl e'er be good ? 

Who urithoiit D^t|i ^ut wo^)dbe good in vain ? 
Pain is to save finopi Pain ; a|I punishment 380 

To make for peace ; and death to save from death; 
^Mid second deaths to guard immortal life ; 
To rouse the careless, the presun(iptuoiis awe. 
And turn the tiife of souls another way ; 
By the same tenderness divine o|dain*d 3SS 

That planted J^en, aiid l^gh-bloom'd for man 
^ foirer £4ep, endless, in t^e skies. 

iieaT'n'ipyfs us friends ^o bless the present scene. 
Resumes tiiem to prepa^'e us for t|ie next. 
All evils natural are moral goods; ^ 

All discipline indulgence on the whole, 
lioiie are unhappy ; all have cause to smile. 
Bait such as to themselves that cause deny. 
par ftuilts are at the bottom of our pains : 
Bnour in acts, or judgment, is the source 395 

Of endless sighs. We sin, or we mistake, 

tDd Nature tax, when falsf* opinion stings. 
tt impious griei be banish'd, joy indulged. 
But chiefly then when Grief puts in her claim. 
Jfov from the joyous frequently beti ays, 409 

Ofl' lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 
Joy ai^idat il|s corrobomtes, exalts; 
*Tia joj and conquest; joy and virtue too. 
A noble fortitude in ills delights 
Beav'ii, earth, pu^clves; 'tis duty, glory » pea&«. a^^ 






Affliction is the good man'iihiniirg see 
Prospeflty conceals bis brightest ray. 

Aanislit to stars, woe lustre Bi>*s to ma 
Henwj in baiilc, pilots in the itorm, 
Aod virtue in calamilieE.adTnrie. 
Thetcown of manhood f5 a winter joj*; 
An evergreen that standi the tiorthem bl 
Aiid blossotns in the ri^tir of our fate. 

"Tis a prime part of happinea? (o knov 
Honr muili uiihappines; must prove oar 
A part which few poisess! I'll pay lifc'sl 
Without one tebet Diurmur, from this bi 
Nor think il misery to be a man ; 
Who thinks it i> ahall never be a god. 
Some ills we wish for when we ivisb to 1 

Wliatspolie proud passion?-" Wishmj 
Pregttmpluous! blasphemous f absurd I >i 
The triumph of my soul i?,— that I am 
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And (ifitien-i) bf UeaVo'i icdundanl love, 
Mide half-adiidbk, il»IE adore. 

Ami find, in adoration, erdlcssjov! 4if 

Where Thou, nol ma«Ter of a mumeni here, ^^h 
Frai' as 1 he How' r, iiiid (I«litig ae iliegak, ^^H 
May'st boaal a whole elerrily, entich'd ^^H 

With alia kind Omnipolence can pour. ^^| 

Sini-e Adam tell, no men a I, uniiiipird, ^0 

lla^ ever yet CO nee iv'd, or ever shall, 
Hmv UndUtiod, how greai (irgood) iiman. 
No man too lar^ly fcotn Heav'n's love can hope, 
IF what iihop'dhe labour> to Mcure. ^^^ 

]lls l"-lhere are none: Atl-graeiqus! noot tnm 
From man full many I Num'rous a ih^ race [iluel 
Cf blackest inland 'hOic immortal too, 
Btgal hy madijeti on Uir Libcrlf, 
Heat'n's dsughler, hell-ilebauch'd I her hand alom 
Unlock] detlruction to Ihc son9 of men, 4^0 

Fail barr'd by thine ; fiigli-wall'd with ddanunt, 
Guaided wiih lerruun TCt'whing to this world. 
And cavet'd with the ihniidera of Ihy law. 
Whose threats are mercies, whose InjunciionsguidM, 
Assisting, not res( raining, Beuson'a choice i ^jj 
Whose sancliooA, uimvoidable results 
From Nature's course, indulger.tly reve^I'd, 
If uarei'cal'd more diing'cous, nur less sure. 
Thutan indulgenl fiilher warns hi> ions, 
" Do this, 4 ; tliat ;" — mwAlvaysitUsihecawt; ^lO 



THt COHIlOLATieS'. 



riS' 

Pteai'J to reward, aa duly to hl» will, 

AcandiKl needful to iheir own repass, 

Great God of wondfrf.! (If, ihy hiveaa 
Alight elic the natne of ivondeffiil reialnJ 
What rockJarelheie on which labuildoui 
Thy ways admit noblemlsti; n.ine I h'lict| 
Or this alon? , — " Thai none Is la be ibin 
Nui one to Eofien Censure's h^f crime; 
Not one to patilate peevish Grief s compli 
Who, liheademan, marm'ringfrom tbc 
Dares in'o judsment call her judge — Sop 
For all Ililesithfe; moii for the severe; 
Her death* — my own ai hand — iheHery 
Tbm flaming bound of wrath omnipotent 
It thunderi ; — but it thunders to prtaent 
It ilrengthsnb what it strikes; its wholese 
Averts the dreaded pahi : its hjdeoui groa 
Join heav'n'a sweet hallelujahn In Ihy pTi 
Great source of good alone! how h\oi in 
In venge:tnc( kind I Pain, death, geheniis 

Thus, in thy world material, mighty h 
Not ihal nlcne which solaces and $hlnM, 
The rjuah and glootny, challenges our pr 
Tlie wiiiier is as needful as Ihe spring ; 
Thethundeiaslhjsun. A stagnate mM 
Of vapours breeds as pE^lllenlial air: 
Nor more ptopiiio;is the Favoniin br««9i 
To NjlUfe'5 heikb, than putifyiDc ttt/n 



Th* dread volcano m 

I lumollier'd flame; might undenvinei he world.' ' 
Loud Minn fulminale in tore lo man ; 
Camels good omens are wlien duly scann'd 
And, In Iheir use, eclipses leam lo "hine. 

Man U rt'ponsiblf for ills rfceiv'd; 
Tliose ivc call u-relched are n choien band, 
Compell'd le refuge in ihc righi, forj-cace. 
Amid my list ofbleisinsi- iiilini 
Stand thU iFie foremast, " That my heart h.is bl 
'Tis Heav'n's kit cHon of good-will tt 
When pain cattii't ble;^, lirav'a quits u£ in despair, joo 
Who fails to grieve, wlien jusi occasion calli, 
Or grieves too muth, descries not lo be bicsi'd. 
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Ttcascn abscives the grief which reason ends. 

May Heav'n ne'eniust irjy friend with happiness, soj 

Till il his lauglil bim how to bear it well 

By previoui pain, and m.-.de il 

Such smiles- Dre mine, ;ind such may the^ re 

Nor bmatd thtir ciiiiiclion fruni e; 

My change of heait a change cf tiyle demands; _ 

The ConioTation cancels the Complaint, 

And mulict acuuveri of my guilty song. 

As wheiio'er-Uboui'd, imd tmUn'd to breathe, 
A FaininK tfivtllerMtnc rliiiig gmutid. 
Some small aKnii, baigain'd, he lurns hit 
!sivillibi»«y« ihi various vii 



renuli^Jl 
lands ; 3^B 



The 6e\£i, vaodi, meads, and tiren, hi 
And, satiale of hisjautnej', ibinks of hi 
Ende»r"d by distance, nor affccn more 
Thus I, Iho' Binalt, indeed, ia Ihat oseei 
The Muse has gain'd, review Ibe path* 
ve, beaten but by tew; 



And,c 









Pause, and tvitb pleasure mediiaie at 
Tho' siiti remote ; lo Truitful ii my ther 
Thro' many a field of moral and divine 
The Muse hai itray'd, and much of mi; 
In humdn ways, and much of false and ' 
Which none who Irafel Ihis bad road ca 
O'er friends dec pas'd full heartily she vri 
Of love divine ihc wonders site display' 
Prov'd man immorlal ; »hew'd the soap 
The grand tribunal rais'd ; assign'd the 
or human grief. In few, to close the w 
The moral Muse has shadaw'd out a ab 
a Raphael s 



Of rr 






In this our land of travail and of hope. 
For peace on eaith, or prospect of lh« ft 
What then remain; ! much! muchl a 
Tobe di':c!^arK'd. These Thoughts, O N. 
From thee I'lcy came, like lovers' aocre 
While olheib slept. So Cynthia, (p>e 
In ibsdoivi veii'd, soft sliding fronibei 
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hepherd cheer'd, of her enamour'd less 545 

I of thee. — And art thou still unsung, 

ith whose brow, and by whose aid, I sing ? 

)rtal Silence I where shall I begin ? 

re end i or how steal musick ti'om the spheres 

oth their goddess ? 550 

O majestick Night I 

re's great ancestor I Day's elder-born ! 

foted to survive the transient sun ! 

ortals and immortals seen with awe ! 

rry crown thy raven brow adorns, 555 

zure zone thy waist ; clouds in heav'n's loom 

ught thro' varieties of shape and shade, 

nple folds of drapery divine, 

flowing mantle form, and, heav'n throughout, 

minously pour thy pompous train : 569 

g^loomy grandeurs (Nature's most august, 

ring aspect !) claim a grateful verse, 
like a sable curtain, starr'd with gold, 

^n o'er my labours past, shall close the scene. 

id what, O Man ! so worthy to be sung ? 565 

t more prepares us for the songs of heav'n ? 

:ion of archangels is the theme ! 

t to be sung so needful, what so well 

itial joys prepare us to sustain ? 

;oul of man, His face design'd to see 570 

gave these wonders to be seen by man, 

lere a previous scene of objects great 



whi lodwell, to slrelch to thai cjipanfcJ 
thn: It, to rise to thai exalled height 

I htf whole cap aciiies Ihil bttengXb ^ 

it may qualify for final joy. J 

our spirits are enlarg'd on ear^hi 
ueej-i'r draught shall ihey receive of heav'n. 
Heav'n'^King! whwe face unveii'd consuoi 

Hedundan ' "Ijliiitmighly void | 

The whole I in human hearts 1 

Thou ( who J lip of Jesse's ton, 

Wrapl in ! .oniemplation of these fires. 

While ( ..jrka material the Supreme 

I dare aliempt, aMJfimyddring song: 
Loo^e me from exrlh'i enclosure; from the lUD'i 
Conlracled circle sel my heart al Urge ; 
Eliminaie my spirit, give it range 
Thro' provincca of thought yet uDexplor'il; 
Teach me, by this stupendous Kaffoldinf , 
Creation's goJden siep«, to climb to thee ; 
Teach me with arl great Nature to coniroiil. 
And spread a lustre o'er the shades of night. 
Peel I Ihy kind assent i and shall the sun 
Se seen at midnight rising in my song I 

I-oreniol come, and warm Ibee; th^uirhaMb 
Whose little heart, is mooi'd within a nook 
' Of thii obscure terrestrial, anchor weigh; 
i^nolfier ocean calls, » i\ci^\« ?qR-. 
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I am thy pilot, I thy prosp'rous gale : 

Gainftil thy voyage thro* yon* azure main. 

Main without tempest, pirate, rock, or shore. 

And whence thou roay'st import eternal wealth, 605 

And leave to beggar'd minds the pearl and gold. 

Thy travels dost thou boast o'er foreign realms ? 

Thou stranger to the world ! thy tour begin ; 

Thy tour thro' Nature's universal orb. 

Nature delineates her whole chart at large 610 

On soaring souls, that sail among the spheres ; 

And man how puiblind, if unknown the whole ! 

V/bo circles spacious earth, then travels here^ 

Shall own he never was from home before ! 

Come, my Prometheus ! * from thy pointed rock 615 

Of false ambition, if unchain'd, we'll mount ; 

We'll innocently steal celestial fire. 

And kindle our devotion at the stars, 

A theft that shall not chain, but set thee free. 

Above our atmosphere's intestine wars, 620 

Bain's fountain-head, the magazine of hail ; 
Above the northern nests of feather'd snows. 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 
That forms the crooked lightning; 'bove the caves 
Where ii.fant tempests wait their growing wings, 62 S 
And tune their tender voices to that roar. 
Which soon perhaps shall shake a guilty world ; 
Above misconstru'd omens of the sky, 

•Night the EighxYv. 



FjMravclI'd comets caiculaled blaze, 

Elance thy thought, and think of more than a. 

Thy avii\, till noir contracted, wither'i], ghrnnli, 6p 

Blighted by blasts of earth'i unwholesome air. 

Will blossom here; spread all her fatuities 

To these bright ardoDrs; ev'ry pow'r unfold. 

And rise into sublimities of thought. tfjl 

Stars leach as well b» shine. At Nature's birth 

Thus their commission ran, — " Be kind lo man." 

Where an llioj, poor benighted Traveller? 

The star] will light thee, tho' Ihe moon thouH fail. 

Where art Ihou, more benighted! more astray! t^o 

tn ways immoral ? the stars call Ihee back. 

And, if obey'd ibeir counsel, set ihee rlglil. 

This prospect vast, what is it ( — Wei^h'd aiijM 
Tis Nature's Bj»lem of divinity. 
And ev'ry student of the night inspire?. 6(i 

'Tis elder Scripture, writ by God's own hand; 
Scripture authentickl uncorrupt by man. 
Lorenzo 1 ivith my radius (Ihe rich gift 
Of thought nocturnal!) I'll point out to thee 
Its various le!3on6i some that may surpriie *!» 

Anuiiaili'pl in mysteries of Nighl; 
l.iitif, ;:i>!li.i;i=, expected in her scliool, 

Uu!|j, l^uii , bi nrpiuiia, monsters, here yie fsign, 
Ourji'h-t,iii,.ii?irionsiiuua, not losee wlial lieie *ii 
£xhls Hi[lLt'l,---a leili'te to mankinil. 
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^bat nad we here ? — th' existence of a God ? 
; and of oUier beings man abore ; 
[fit of Kther I sons of bigber clfmes ! 
, wbat may move Lorenzo's wonder more^ 65b 
nitjr is'written in tbe skies, 
wbose eternity ?— Lorenzo ! thine ; 
kind's eternity. Nor fiiith alone, 
ae grows here; here springs tbe sor'reign cure 
Inoet e? 'ry ? ice, bat chiefly thine, 66$ 

ib, pride, ambition, and impure desire* 
•renzo! thon can'st wake at midnight too, 
not on morals bent. Ambition, Pleasure! 
« tyrants ! I for thee so lately fought,* 
-d tiieir harass'd slaves but slender rest. 670 

1, to whom midniglit is immoral noon^ 
the sun's noontide blaze prime dawn of day, 
^y thy climate, but capricious crime, 
mencing one of our antipodes! 
y nocturnal rove one moment halt, 675 

xt stage and stage of riot and cabal, 
lift thine eye, (if bold an eye to lift> 
Id to meet the face of injur'd Heav'n) 
onder stars : for. other ends they shine 
I to light revellers from shame to shame, 4to 
thus be made accomplices in guilt. 
Iiy from yon' arch, that infinite of space, 
I infinite of lucid oibs replete, 

• Night the Eighth. 
'uwu J I, VL 



*t angiy heart, inspected, would be found 
ightly set as are the starry spheres : 
Nature's structure, broke by stubborn will, 
ds all that uncelestial discord there. 715 

thou not feel the bias Nature gave ? 1 

St thou descend from converse with the skies, 
seixe thy brother's throat ? — For what ? — a clod ? 
nch of earth ? The planets cry, " Forbear." 
' chase our double darkness. Nature's gloom^ 
(kinder still I) our intellectual night. 735 

id see. Day's amiable sister sends 
invitation in the softest ravs 
litigated lustre, courts thy sight, 
:h suffers from her tyrant brother's blaze. 725 
t grants thee the full freedom of the skiesj 
-udely reprimands thy lifted eye; 
1 gain and joy she bribes thee to be wise, 
t opes the noblest scenes, and sheds an awe 
:h gives thuse venerable scenes full weighty 7p 
Jeep reception in th* entender'd heart, 
e light peeps thro* the darkness like a spy, 
iarkness shews its grandeur by the light. 
i the profit greater than the joy, 
nan hearts at glorious objects glow, 731 

tdmiration can inspire delight, 
lat speak I more than I this moment feel ? 

pleasing stupor first the soul is struck 
or ordain'd to make her truly wise I) 



St^ai^s to ^ 1 fee\ i^ " .its ; 
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Wilh luiTrcs, vilh innuinerable lighls. 
That Bhed religion on ihe soul ; al once 
The temple and the preacher t O how loud 
II calls devDlion I genuine growlh of Night! 

Dnolion! dsughler of Aslrooomyl 
An undevout astronomer it ihmI. 
True ; alt ihitig" speak a fiyd ; but in Ihe sr 
Men trace out hiAi; in gTeal he scJxet [Hi 
Seiies, and elevates, and raps, and fills 
Wilh new inquiries, 'mid associates new. 
Tell me. ye Stars: yeplanetsl tell me, a 
Ye starr'd and planeted Inhabitants! what ii 
Whalarethesesonaofwonder? Say, proud Art h, ^t» 
(Within whose aiure palaces they dwell) 
Built with divine atnbilion J in disdain 
Of limit built! built In the tasleof heav'n! 
Vail concave I ample dome I wast tliou desigii'd 
A meet apattmetit for Ihe Deity * — 7! j 

Not to : tlial ihouglit alone ihy state impairs, 
Thy lofty sinln, and shal lows thy profound. 
And strengthens thy difTutive; dwacb the whol^ 
Aim! makes an unlversr an Orrery. 

Bui when 1 drop mine eye, and lo 
Thy righl regain'd, thy grandeur is 1 
D Nature I wide dies off tli' expandng round; 
As when (rhole magazines, at once, are hi' 
The smitten air ia hollaw'd by the bliJw, 
The vast displosion diisipales the clouds, 
Mlii 



Shock'd a;iher's billows dash the dislnnt ihiu; 
Thui (but Tor more) Ih' expanding round flies oB', 
And leaves s mighly void, a spacious womb, 
Mrghl teem Willi ncwctealian; reinflam'd. 
Thy luminaries triumph, and aisumf 
Divinity themselves. Nor was it strange 
Matter high-wrought to such surprising pomp, 
Surh godlike glory, stole the style of gods. 
From agC!t d^rl^i obtuse, and steep'd in sense : 
For tiire to sense Ihey truly are divine. 
And hnir-absolv'd idolatry Trom guilt. 
Nay, lurn'd it into virtue. Such it was 
in those who pul forth all Ihey had of man 
Unloit, lo lift ibcit Ihmight, nor mounted higher. 
But, iveak of wing, on planets pcrch'd, and thought 
What was their highest must be their ador'it. ii 

But Ihey how weak who could no higher mount! 
And are there, then, I^oreniol those to whom 
l^ns^en, and uneiistent are the same ? 
And if i;icomprchenslble is join'd, ]|l 

Who dart pronounce it madnecs to believe ? 
Why h,i5 ilie mighly Builder thrown aside 
All measure in his vioikl eiretch'd out his line 
So f,ir, and spread amaiement o'er the whole * 
Thtn {ii:i betook delight in wide eitremcj) 1:: 

Ijfcp ill the bosom of his universe 
IJropp'd down that reasoning mitt, that insect, tnan, 
'i'u ci.iwl, and gJie, md wonder at the s«iie I— 



I 
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Tliat man mlghit ne'er prestiiijpe to pleau^ainazement 

For disbelief Oif wondera in himself. S2 5 

Shall God-be lf»$.i)^ii:^cuIous than what 

Hif hand has form'd? shall mysteries descend 

From unmyUeriouf I ifiiBgs more elevate ' 

BemoiefanuLiar? uncreated lie 

More obvious jtha^ created to the grasp Sjs 

Of; htniqan thought ? Jhe more of wonderful 

la heard in bUn« the more we should asseiiti 

Could we conceive him^ God he could not be ; 

Or he not God, or we could not be men. 

A God alpne can coniprebend a God : ^3$ 

Man's distance.hpw immense! On such a theme. 

Know this, I^renzo I (seem it ne'er so strange) 

Kothing can satisfy but what confounds ; 

Nothing but what astonishes is true. 

The scene thou seest attest?, the truth I sing» 849 

And ev'ry star sheds iight tipon thy creed. 

These stars, this furniture, this cost of He^v*n^ 

If but reported, thou hadst ne'er believ'da 

But thine eye tells thee the romance ia true. 

The grand of Nature is th' Almighty's oa^h ^45 

In Reason's court, to silence Unbeli^* 

JIow my mind, op'ning at this sc^ne, imbibf s 
The moral emanations of the skies. 
While nought, perhaps^ Lorenzo 1^ ss admires ! 
Has the Great Sov'reign sent t^n thousand worlds 
To tell us he resides above them all f 



In glorr's unappniarhdble ncas I 
And dare earth's bold inhabitalDi deny 
The sumptuous, (h* majnifiek, embassy 
Araomeoliandience? Turn *e, nor will hes 
From whom Ihev tome, or what they would lb 
For man'^ emolumenl, sole cause thai ifoopi 
Their grandeur to man's eye ? Lorenio! rauie' 
Let thought, awakeu'd, lake the lightning's wi\ 
And glanre from east to wett, from pole to poll 
Who sees but is confou tided, orconviiic'd? 
RenoniKet realon, or a Cod adurei ? 
Mankind vrat sent into the world to lee: 
Slglil gives the tiience needful to their peace ; 
That obvious science asks smalt learning'! a itt 
Wouldii thou on metaphyskk pinioni soar t 
Or wound tliy patience amid logick (horns I 

Nature no turh hard ta^k enjoins - she gave 
A make to man direclive of hil thought ; 
A mriie set upright, pointing to the atar*. 
At who ihall lay, " Bead ihy chief lesson (he 
Too late to read thil manuscript of heav'n. 
When, like a psrchment-scroil, shrunk up by 
(( folds Lorenzo's lesson from bis sight. 
Lesson how various ! not the (lod alone. 
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llllm•Q]y'^ferie•^tiIlctlyclad, . S80 

Unie, gicen^ pttrp^> P^^^ o^ <iQ:Qrny gold, 
)r aU coiiunix'4: .they stand, wUh.wi^gs. outspread^ 
Jst'iii^ to-qttch tbe^8Ster*9 le/ist comnvuid, 
Liid fly thro* nature ere the moment ends ; 
fiiinbcninninDerablel-r-Wenconceiy'd. . 8S5 
\j Pagan and by Christian 1 O'er eacl| sphere 
hrttsides an angel to direct its coorsef. ; ^ . 
ind feedf or fiin,. its fljunes, or to discl^aige 
Hlierliighfhtfts.iinknbwn: for who can ,^ 
inch pomitofiqatJter, and imagine mind,. .' S^* 
ror which alone inanimate was m^d^,. . . 
if ore sparingly dispens'd? that nobler son, . 
Far liker the great Sire.! — 'Tis thiis.thei skies 
iform IIS <d superionn numberless, 
s much, in eifipelUience, above mankind, . S95 

t above eanb* in n>a|[nitude, the spheres. . 
ese, as a clQjsd of .witnesses, hang o'er us. - 
I throng'd theatre^ all our deedsT 
haps a thousand derol-gods descend 
;v*ry beam we see to walk with men. '" ' ooo 
al reflection I strong restraint from ill ! . 
t here our virtue finds still stroQger aid 
these ethereal glories sense surveys.^ 
hing, like magick, strikes. froip^his^Iue va^It: 
\ ust attention is it view'd ? we feel 90^ 

en succour, unimplor'd, ui^thought. 
herself does half the work of hian. 
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SrHj, rivers, m on n Wins, foresls, dnerts 
The promontor)''* height, the (f«pth'pro 
Of subterraman enciivated gnrtj. ' ' 
Bhtk-btovrd, and vaulted high, and yf 
From Nature's siruttui*, or the scoop 01 
If ample of di mens (on, vnsi of ilit, 
EVn llieae an aj-grsndm'ig impulse givi 
or solemn thought enlliujfajlifkhelgliti 
Ev'n iheie infmt. — But w hai of *i'.( in 
Nollifng — or ive mult own the skiei (brj 
Mucli les* in an. — Vain Art ! thou plgr 
How dosi Ihuu SM'eil, snd alrul, With hu 
To .hew thy liltleness! What childish Ic 
Thy w.ii'ry columns squlrled lo the clou 
Thy baaaii'J rivcM and imprison'dseatl 
Thy mouniains moulded inlo forms of n 
Thy hundred gated Capimls ! or those 
Where three days' travel left ui miKh lo 
G.iting on miracles by mortals wrought. 
Arches iriumishal, theatres Immense, 
Or nodding garden:' pendant in mid aiit 
Or tcmpiei prouJ lo meet tlieir gods half 
Yet these afTeci us in no common klnJ:' 
Wh.it then ihe force of such supetloUfK 
Enlet a lemplc,'it will strike an awe: 
^^'hat awe from this the Ceity has biillt I 
A go: d man seen. Iho' silen', counsel gii 
The louch"d spectator wishes to tit Wjftf. 
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nirror his ovrn hands have made, 
something like the face of God. 
then enough to say, Lprenzo,. 
ndon*d, " Hast thou seen the skies ?" 
) thwarted Nature's kind design j^o 

an, he makes her sacred awe 
from ill) his shelter, his temptation 
n common guilt, and quite inverts 
:'s intent. The trembling stars 
igantick, stalking thro' the gloom 945 
irect, that hide their head by day, 
night still darker by their deeds, 
n covert, till the shades descend. 
Murder, link'd,.now prowl for prey, 
irths his treasure, and the thief, 950 

e mole, half-beggars him ere mom. 
id foul Conspiracies awake, 
ig up their horrours from the moon, 
devastation they prepare, 
ns tott'ring in the field of blood. 95$ 
not in mid-revel rage, 
do ? — suppress it ? or proclaim ?— 
:he thunder f Now, Lorenzo 1 now 
id's couch the rank adulterer 
re, and laughs at gods and men. 960 

madmen, void of fear or shame^ 
mes bare to these chaste eyes of lleav'n, 
nd shudder at a mortal's sight. 
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\ytrt mcren and star^ fur Tillaini only nuie 
To KUidi', yet screen ihem, with lenebrious lig 
No, thsT rfere made lo fashion the sublime 
ur liinnnn hearts, ind wiier make the ivise. 

ThoM endswere aiiiWefd once, when moiUJi 
Of (t ranger wing, of aqiiiltne ajceiii. 
In llieorv subtlme. O Iiqiv unlil,e 
Those vermine of the iitghi, ihU moment suite 
Whocravfl on earth, and on her venom feedl 
Those ancient sageS, human stars I ihey met 
Their Lriilheri of fhc sliifs at midnight hour, 
Tlieit fOuniBl ask'd, a:id whJt ihey ask'd obey'i 
Tilt SLi^irire, nnd Pluio, he who drank 
I lie pulson'd bowl, and he of Tuseulum, — • 
Witli liim tit Corduba (immDrlal oannt*!}- Ifl 
111 these unbounded aiid Elyalan walks, ' *% 
All nre.i 111 for gnds and godjlke men. 
They took iheir nigiilly round, thro' radiant pal 
I!y seMpha trode; instructed, chiefly, thus, 
1*u tread in Iheir bright roolsteps here below. 
To iKilk in worvh still brighier than ihe sliie?, 
Tberi! ihey contracted their rontempt of earlh ; 
Of liopei eicmal kindled tliere ihe Sn -, 
Tliere, as In near approach, Ihev glow'd, and grc 
(Gieal vis.laiilsl} men: intimate ivifh God, 
More worth lo men, more joyous lo themfelvei 
Thro' various virtues ibey, ivith ardour, ran 
The iwJiackolllieir learn 'diiiuslrious livee. 
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in Chrlatiaii liearts O for a Pagan zeal ! 
A n#€dful, hut opprobrious pray'r ! as much 
Our ardour lessj aa greater is our light. 
How monstrous this in morals I Scarce more ttrnrgc 
Would ihis phenomenon in nature strike, 9<;6 

A sun that froze her, or a star that warm'd. 

What taught these heroes* of the moral worTd ? 
To these thou giv'st th}' |)rai£e, give credit too. 
These doctors ne'er were pension'd to deceive thee. 
And Pag.^n tu:ori are thy taste.— ^They taught loai 
That nai-row view's btflfay to misery; 
That wise it is to comprehend the \vi:ole ; 
That viitue rose from Nature, ponc'er'd u'cll, 
'The single ba^e of virtue built to hea\ 'n ; icO> 

That God and Nature our attention claim ; 
That Nature i/the gla?s refi(Jcting Cod, 
As by the sea reflected is the sun^ 
To6 glorious to be gaz'd on in hid spli«re J 
Th^t nttnd immortal loves immortal aims; loio 

That b'jundiess mind aftVcts a boundless space; 
That vast surveys, and the sublime of tiling's, 
Thtf soul assimilate, and make her great ; 
That therefore Heavn herglorie-., as a lund 
Of inspirativU, thui» sj^roads out to ma!i» 1015 

Such are their dec tribes : such the Niglit inr pir'J. 

And what mere true ? what triith of greater u ei;:!it / 
'I'he soul tf man wti m..c'e to walk the sl;irfi, 
l>elightful out Jvt of 'ler pri:(^n hf r* ! 

y.lLint J J. V* 






lilt eo""""- • "„„!« lO""". ^.i 
^■w S^S"" ;.„vi, ani''^ " t^l n«W' 



In points of lii?hMI]»iDm«ri!, rift'il rv[[ati 

Aii:^ il!-ntE)te:ci), i/wepmet.nr peace, 

Thui h.ive wt I'oundairucustiology; 

Bii hnvc we r«uiiil * n?w aiid itobln sens^ 
rtikh alone EJangoverik liuman fateSj 
kal 111? sun (b.^ BuniL^ liave r>^igiiM] lei full 
»d^Hl, ami huvork, on emlialllcd realms, 
Anii rsicu'd moHarclis froni so biacfc a jniili ! 
tinui'bon ! Ihis ivjsl> liDiv gaii'rjtis III afcr! 
Wouldidliaubceraal. wouldit IhaubKomei 
^^IHI stick Ihy deaihlrss narne among liie suis 
BJB*fD)gllty cunquealBon :i r.eedlc'a point ! 
^■Uwl ol' ruisiiig clialDS for lurui^nurt, 
■Kwietliy lulori granJeurull !hy aim ? 
"ShyBllhuii known nolwiml ilis. Hmv great, ^ 
How gloriaus. thf ii, appears tlie tniud of m 
Wiicn in it nil tiit mis and pljn«tg roll I 
Aid) vtbui it veuis ii ii. G^iii ubifcls mnk 



(It mincts, eiLlar^i'ig as their 
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re divine tiiaii ihiie tli>n] 



^V4,wUhi! 


.« (delicious (li^iigbl 
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• iliought. luubridK, ' 


kt'ltliDUl end 



R the Ctiiy in ev'cy v iew, 
■mVentiajiaiti: ei4bcrureM|n! 
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f'or here It grow* tingiiafidedfnwi^vrUift)' mt^ 
So flaming »#ord deniet aur eft ti awc e heiv : 
Would mail bnt gather, lie aright \vtt4^m/ki. 

Lorenzc^ ! mnoh of whoni h4at tfatMi- MA : 
Of cttriouf arte anilwil mtfie Itaod? ifana teft 
The mathematick j|lomft of tiie lUca, iili 

In number, weight; mA mtMMtt iril ordainTA 
JLorenso'a bdasted buiUen^ Ch^ocv aadj Fatc^ 
Are left to finlili bit aerial ioweri ; - 
Wisdom and Cheica their weli-icnfiMi ehtfaeleiff ■' 
Here deep impossi, -and claim it Ibi* Hieir «iw% Nil 
Tho' splendid all, no splendour vaMaf oee, r 
Use rivals beatttjT, art connmdft4irktA.pQ«r*r; ' 
No wanton iijrasia-aiDidftfilMeexptfnc'et - 
The gn^at Eccnomlat adSofllligall - • ^ 
To prudent pomp> magnificently wls«, leji 

HoW' rich the prospect I and for ever new r 
And newest to the man that view^ it mOjt; 
For newer still in infinite succeeds. 
Then these aerial racers, O how swjft ! 
How the shaft loiters from the strongest strlngl 109$ 
Spirit alone can distance the career. 
Orb above orb ascending without eikl| 
Circle in circle, without end, enclos*d! 
Wheel within wheel, Ezekiel! like to Ihin^l 
Like thine, it seems a vision or a dream ; iiP* 

Tho» seen, we labour to baliex-a It true I 
What involution I what wctent! what swarms 
Of world?, th2it\avi^\\^^'<i^^"'^^AtWMtvv-sR.l^ fnNt«* 



TnmenMly di^Iani from each uflict'a ^j.l 
Wh«i, ihen, llic wondrou; Epncc ihro' v/hitb ib 
Ai oneelfnuUe ingulfinllhumjii thowj 
'III Cpmpri'linnwn'i abwluit I'cltat. 

Kar lliinklliouMtM aivild ilisunlFr lu 
Thro" thisillusirionsrtiaosio ih« sight, 
/irraii3«meiil neii, and eii»sicsi order, reign. 
The iMIli t^nicrib'd, Irtvialablr kept, 
rpbrxidi Ilie UwImi stlUci of irr.iiikirtl. 
V.'oddi e*« lh*»Kins never iiiierfcte: 
Whjl kiioia ar-' ly'dl hewtoonar* llieydiiMW 
leaeemingTnjnyMplBiwis lint 
' lot ever, without ertour rove; 
tnfutioti unconfui'd ! nor leu ndniire 



olticirCt.ii unci III 




lit Ht«ogitmiit§,tiln 

III llr.lirj tllllflFM. DftoWBUBU f:* 

1 1,.... ttrnmr of thinrgM, (Ui Donicat m^ 
W li" i-i ifl on (inh, *Ml OD ter roan Cad: 
'I III'-* auwMuigtt.hatmattantthrf att 
'/'Mil trrttlfTt or lb* itln at nUaiiht Imb^ 
'IliHi r.6wft,'fl»»l<'(l,a.i<Iwh4(ik<jartrd«»ej'i 
'hit Kli'ftrllo, iiiiil PI^Eo, Iw «rbo iaak ff 

'Ml* (iiilicin'il bi»<l, indlunf TuicBlaei, 
Willi him or Cnnfnbu (immona) nama:} 
III >)■*•• trnboundnf unci SAytixn wiBa, 

An iii»,intfniKr«H<i"!gndIikcm*n, J* | 

I Shi. (iiuk Oii'lr iili^lilly laund, Ihrs' radunt pllis> 

111 .iK-nilnlH"!"! Irn'tucled, chitij, thu», 
InlirjiJ III l1iclrbrighlfooutcp«her« below, 

'|.i whIIi III worih (1111 bdghiertban the ^ie<, 

'I lii'iii lliry lOlitriKttd their ronlempt of euib; 

< ii |iii|ii'i I'leiiml kindled tlinc (he Rie -, 

I lii'n'p ill In iiMl approach, Ihc) glow'd, andsrc 

( I . I u,iH H.lBllK 1) mure InlJmaW wim God, 
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iuJiabk vi llitirleanrd illustiious lives. 
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At ceYtain periods, as the Sov 'reign nods» 

'Discharge high trusts of vengeance or of love, 

To clotl>e in outward grandeur grand design, 

And acts most soiemit still more solemnize? 

Ye Citieens of airl what ardent thanks, 1 165 

What full etfusioh of the grateAil heart. 

Is due from man, indulg'd in such a sight! 

A sight so noble 1 and a sight so kind 1 

It drops new truths at cv'r>' new survey I 

Feels not Loreneo something stir within 1 170 

That sweeps away all period ? As these spheres 

Measure duration, they no less i umpire 

The godlike hope of ages without end» 

The boundless space, thro* which these rovers take 

Their restless roam, suggests the sistcr-thouglit j 1 75 

Of boundless time. Thus by kind Nature's skill. 

To man unlabour'd, that important gaest, 

fl'ernity, finds entrarrce at the sight ; 

And an eterniiy for man ortiain'd. 

Or these h.'s ries'.iii'd niidiiight counsellors, i iSs 

The stars, had never whisperMit to man. 

Xature inrurms, but ne'er iniults, her si)n>: 

<'ou!d she tiien kindie the most ardent wi:>!i 

To (li^appoil1t it ^— That is bl:i.^;:heniy. 

Thus of thy creed a second article, 1 : Sj 

Momentous as th* existence of a Gfxl. 

Js found (as 1 conceive) where rarely wjqht, 

Ajvd thou may'st read ihy icul im:r.jrti.l iKrc. 



Hers, Ihen, Loreniol on llieMfil 

That calli llie wretched gay lo dark del ifihll. 
Assemblies > — IbU is one divinely bdgltt. 
Here, unendunger'd in he-tllb, wedllli, or 
Range Ihra' the Tjlresi, aaii Uie Suit- 
He, «Ue asihon, nn Creieent holds sofiijr 
As thai which on liii lutbaDl ailxi a world. 
And thinks the moon is prand tu copy hitn. 
Look on her, and gain mare than worlds can giv^' 
A mind auperiour lo ihe charms of pavr'r. 
Thuu muffled in delusiUDt of Ihis life I , 

Can j-ondermoon lutn Ocean in hi* lied 
From (irfe lo side in constant ebb 4nd flow. 
And purify from stench hi* wsl'ry realm*, 
And fiili her moral influence? wants s!ie fovr't^ 
To turn Lorenzu's stubborn tide <if tlioughl 
From stagnating on earth's infected shorf. 
And purge fiom nuisance his corrupted heart ? 
Fails her alt raction wlien il deans to heav'uf 
Nay, and to what thou valu'sl mote, earth's joy? 
Minds elevate, and panlinfi for unseen, i 

And defecate from sense, alone obtain 
Full relish of existence undeflow'r'd. 
The lile of life, 'lie zesl,of woildiy blis; ; 
AH clfc on earth amoUMis — lo what? to lhi», 
" Badlobesuff.r'd,blesaingslobeletl;" I 

Ciriii'j rlclicst invciory bojiil* iiomoie. 
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Of higher scenes be then the call-obey'd. 
O let me ga«el— K)f gazing there's no end. 
O let me think {—-thought, too, is wilder'd here; 
In midway flight Imagination tires ; 1220 

Yet soon reprunes her wing to soar anew. 
Her point unable to forbear or gain ; 
So great the pleasure, so profound the plan I 
A banquet this where men and angels meet. 
Eat the same m^nna, mingle earth and heav'n. izzt 
How distant some of these nocturnal suns 1 
3o distant, (says the sage) *twere not absurd 
To doubt if beams, set out at Nature's birth. 
Are yet arriv'd at this so foreign world, 
Tho* nothing half so rapid as their flight, 1230 

An eye of awe and wonder let me roll. 
And roll for ever. Who can satiate sight 
In such a scene ? in such an oce^n wide 
Of deepastonishnient ? where depth, heighth, breadth. 
Are lost in their extremes; and where to count 1235 
Th^ thick-sown glories in this field of fire. 
Perhaps a seraph's computation fails. 
Kow go» Ambition! boast thy boundless might 
In conquest o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 1240 

To give his tott'ring fkith a solid base. 
Why call for less than is already thine ? 
Thou art no novice in theology ; 
yn^tt is a miracle ?-*o*ti8 a reproach* 




A Deity. Wlien mankind falls asleep. 

To wilie Ihe world, and prove him o'er 
By reicnl argomeiilj but nul inor.; slror 
Say wliich imparls more ptcniilude of [ 
Or Naiure's Ihwe to fix, or to repeal ( 
To rmke a sun, or atop his mid career ? 
To coLinlercnan j Ills ctiris, and send bi 
The flaming courier to the frighted Ebsi 
Warm'd and asionish'd at His ev'ning i 
Of bid the moon, as mlh her journey ti 
In Ajalon'3 sofi flow'ry vale repose ? 
Great things are these ; still grea-er to 
KromAdam'aboiv'rioofcdoivn thro' th 



ught but spaiiglcs here ; the fuo 
huu, •' The course of Nature g 
jr»e or Naluit i.i the art of Cod 
unlt-llioucallMf rthisaiti-l 
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mtoller. Author, Guide, anfl End I 




iliU eye od Nature's injtliiighl iass. 
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lAlmighly, pul lliesc ivltee ling globe 
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t, tnd woncd up Il» vitl mochine^ 




ndcd in liiE pnlm ilicic spacrautorbs 




iHd ihfin flBmtug ihru' ihi- diirk piof 
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l4SErrtl'riliggenisu.'"iiiorn>ns-c!eir, 




from populous citiri in u I.UyE, 




he boaom of Old Niilil iin (ire. 




i!r dewn, uid nude Uurruut smile? 




IJilMiytljIedelJ^IiUIhi'f. 
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nlieir pDSl, Iheir man-iiei, Ji.d nturn 
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al sl;«ed [ctlcdi ; \. ha dii^amli 
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:mii irocpt, tlieit final dul^/ done. 


I 


kladnl •■'— HemliBM puwill wwJ, 
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d mimpct, levji'd K.-it Hieii poWrs 
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(glorious empire, ivhere iliry ilupt 
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Mknt-ati ann'dihem WLihfirrccllamMi | 


ilildlKiplin'd, HiHlcluiird in gold. 
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Ihey war wiHi Vice and Unhclkt 
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1 lhi» army! joining ihese 
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ittf iLinici il>ull cut u ikiJCer nielli; 
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Whentfie»rtftinnv^*moMRl«Mof«4ML: villi 
Slwll hUe their bcdb,; armrttlft friw Utiii WhM^ 



Andenettenaldwlriii a iw tf jitii s- -ft%,::Ma4^ 



To nun tiill uiw t pwp iliii V — ^■ttMii'«y* .j i vig 
(Tho'sttiltl«Mor Upirtii^^lMtaraM lu-' v.«7^ 
Nor loBffr rab tbenl «r tliiit iiitllMt ilmofei' y v^ -^ 
OyeDiTkfartor.mf-tinftf.ytlnlglit.. . . ..ji-.* 

Accomptaxiu df my ^B^,md numhjfc ■■ijiwnp ' ' 
In your fain kalmtedtotiMaljinwrk'AI . .< .hlgli 
Since tbtt miUMMkl^ ndWt MgitlH^ ^ • i »*"( ' 
Tho* man Iniiiiililtnnt, tMU(k§m\t\ ■a.ilMiHiai ' 
Since you and yean nil oii». tlio'^iiiao aumda MHfc 
Teach me my dayo tanuflriMf^ «Ad apply '/ 

My trembling heart to wiadom/ noir beyondi ijif 
AH shadow of excuse for fooling on. 
Age smooths our path to prudence ; sweeps aside 
The snares keen appetite and passion spread 
To catch stray souls ; and wo to that gray head 
Whose folly would undo what age has dore ! tpi 
Aid, then, aid, all ye stars! — Much fathcrihou, 
Creal Artist ! ihou whose fingef set aright 
Tiiis exquisite machine, with all its wheels^ 
'i'ho' inter\^olv'd, exact, an4 pointing out 
i.ifd's rapid and irrevocable Hight, jjjj 

With such an index fair as none can miss 
Who lif:s an eye; and sleeps till it i* clcs'd; 



KICIIT TliE SriNTrt. 15.7 

Open mine eyes, dread Deity l to read 

The tacit doctrine of thy works ; to see 

Things as they are, unalter'd thro' the glass 1330 

Of worldly wishes. Time, eternity 1 

('Tis these mismeasur'd ruin all mankind) 

Set them before me; let me lay them both 

In equal scale, and learn their various weight. 

Let time appear a moment as it is, 233$ 

And let eternity's full orb, at once, 

Turn on my soul, and strike it into heav'n. 

When shall I see far more than charms me now. 

Gaze on creation's model in thy bieast 

Unveil'd, nor wonder at the transcript more ? i 340 

When this tile, foreign dust^ which smothers all 

iThat travel earth's deep vale, shall I shake off.'' 

When shall my soul her incarnation quit. 

And, readopted to thy biess'd embrace. 

Obtain her apotheosis in thee ? 1345 

Dost think, Lorenzo, this is wand'ring wide ? 
Ko ; 'tis directly striking at the mark. 
To wake thy dread devotion* was my point ; 
And how 1 bless Night's consecrating shades. 
Which to a temple turn an universe, rjS* 

Fill us with great ideas, full of heav'n. 
And antidote the pestilential earth ! 
In ev'ry storm that either frowns orfalls* 
What an asylum has the soul in pray'r! 

* vcr. 610, 



COM sot Alton. 
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Extended views a narrow mind extend. 
Push out its corrugate, expansive make, 
Which, ere lung, more than planets shall embrace. 
-A man of compass makes ?. man of worth. i jS6 

Divine contemplate, and become divine. 

As man was made for ^lury and for bliss. 
All littleness is in approach to v/o. 
Open thy bosom, set thy wishes wide, ij^o 

And let in manhood; let in happiness; 
Admit the boundless theatre of thought 
From nothing, up to Gcd, which makes a man. 
Take God from Nature, nothing great is left ; 
Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing sees ; 1395 

Man's heart is in a Jakes, and loves the mire. 
Emerge from thy profound; erect thine eye ; 
See thy distress! how close art thou besieg'd ! 
Besieg'd by Nature, the proud sceptick's foe ! 
Enclosed by these innumerable worlds, 1400 

Sparkling conviction on the darkest mind. 
As in a golden net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, sure captive of belief! 
From this thy bless'd captivity what art^ 
What blasphemy to reason, sets thee free ! 1405 

This scene is Heav'n's indulgent violence ; 
Canst thou bear up against this tide of glory ? 
What is earth bo^m'd in these ambient orbs. 
But faith in God impos'd, and prcss'd on man ? 
Dar'st thou still litigate thy dcsp'r^ite cause, 1410 



Spile of Ihese num'raua awfuJ wilnesspi, ^ 

And doubt the deposition cf the skici ? j 

O how Uborioua is Ihy way to ruin ! i 

Lahoriousf 'lis impracticable quitet ( 

To sink beyond a doubt In this defidt«, * 

With all its iveiefit of wisdom and of will, ' 

And crime fiagilioos, I defy a fool. < 
Some wish they did, hui na man disheliwes. 

Thi^se gross material organs; God by man ' 

In these aitonishing expio lit of poiv'r. j 

What order, beaul j, motion, distaiKe, siic ! ' 
Concerlion of dciign, how exquisite I ' 

How complicate In their divine paticel ^ 

Apt mFsiisI gteat ends ! consent lo genera] goi^i' 
Each atttibuie of lliese material gods, 
S'q long (and that wiih sprdous pleas) ador'd, 
A ncp'rale conqunt gains o'er rebel thDti(;hI, 
And lead$ in triumph the trhote mind of man. 
Lorenzo* fMs (nay »e«m haranfuc to thee ( 
Such all i« apt (o seem that thwiiti oor will. 
And dost thou tbn demand ■ simple proof 
Of thil great rhaster moral of the sities, 
Unskill'd, or dilinclin'd, to read ii there r 
Since 'lis the bails, Mid all drops willwut Jl, 
Take it in one capnpaci, unbroken chain ; 
Sucb prosf insins po *n-attentlT« ear. 
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vfsz7 :n?S''nE, -A 

'Twill not icaSi* cne- les:^ 2 txjs, *A. laisrsqpr::.. 
And for tbjr oecj^e irrjTr> * -'is rae i^r.c. ; . 

Retire; — the vcckS fc-^t ■!«,•;— riy 'jx^^x".. /« 
ImaginatioB's airy w;2-^ ;*;;f ?*i - — * .. i- * . - - 

Lock wp tbr terso : — *r: ?.i> »4i>:BUk tt<r ; — 
Wake all to ile<fcu:a \ — tr hitr re»?.i Xu\tJi, ; — - 
Then in tij k^I'i <«f '..'•sre, \zA *-^<*-y 
Of Natort'* siicace, s^jL-i^-r, - .^i :->: •.,?*, 
As I hare 600^^ ztji ^k^; txr.-z. rt m «^;rr. 
In Katare's cbAsujti ttrji -.r 'r^Jy^i sz,\, 

" Whatam I ? anc /r.-c « \.^.ck ' — ( ly; r., 
" Bdt that I am ; aorf «f£^^ ,' ao., '^,ry,. .^>!r 
** Somethir,; tJtzz^ r iiit-- r.vrr* *>; »*«,', r-', 
'* Nought »u.l hac see:; ; er^r. ^: \ ■* .'« ;.-. , - 
" But what eteifi^l ir V»' ay r/:* a > t < a r *-■ * ' 
•' And Adam'i ansri'i^v w, V/s* a.-, ♦".^ '- - 
*• Tha:'ft hard to »t c-.v*;- i, <*u^ er*'t: 
*' Of :hat IcRf-cha.c'd »j*/ V'/vr, #; v, f'l , 
** Can er'ry par def«ftil, strA r-'-f c; « v»'.., * 



?- 



>.' 



't: 



«< 



Yet grant i; uu^. 






** Vm st:£i quire .'^ut a; .r*, r/i-r v* r^t*- v/^ .*.- . . ^ ^ 
*' Whence earth, ar>f fh^* tf*^V /,;-,-; ' ;.,f*. •, , 
" Grans master Wii e^rr.^-f, '>?,:. ?^>*^ -.r'. ; 7/>i '— . 

" Ts *ecn in all fh».: ir--,:^^r ^ *;: rS*:* fr.^iyt.. 
" De«i$.i irroi.e; , i'^;;?*Ti.-e ,r,ii irr, r,^ 

" Tfiat c2'.«,'t sks f'^m r^-.-vi*! e*. — '.r ir : - • • 
*' Man :xi;cs car»€.r.-r'A'.it-. :^ c^'/: t*' br/c-:* ; 



*' And nsihmg greifer yci allow'd ih:in man.-w* 
" Wiio motion, forsign lo (lie smaliest grain, • 
" Sbul Ihra' vail masses of enormous weight I « 
' ' Who bid btule matter*! mtive lump Hnume n| 
" Such VBriouironni, and gave it wing«i<iflfr 1 
" Ilai matter fnnile motion? Ihra each atom, 4 
" Assefling iti indiipulible right t 

" To dance, wouM lotm an universe of dust: a 
"Hadmattetnone? then wheare these gloHondi* 
" And boundlcsi flights [torn thapelesi and repal<l 
" Hat mailer more than moilon ? h^« it ihougb^' 
" Judgment, and gtniua ! is it deeply learn'd * 
" Inmaihematicks? h» it fram'd such laws, 1 
" Which but to guess 3 Nenton made immoridll 
" irsojbowexh tags atom laughs at me, i 

•' Wholhiiikaclod inferior to a man! I 

" If art to tbrm, and counsel to conduct, 
" And that with grealet Eat than human skill, 
" Resides nol in eacli blocli,— ■ Godhead reign^' 
" Grant, th«n, invisible, eternal Mind; 
" That granted, all is solv'd: — but granting thai, 
'' Draw 1 nut o'er me a still dariter cloud t 
" Grant I not Ihal which I can ne'er conceive t 
'* A being iviihoui origin or endl-— 
*" Hail, human Liberty 1 there is no God — • 
'* Vet uhy ! on either sclieme that knot subtiitii 
" Subsist it must in God or human race ; 
" 11' in thelaii, bow many linoti betide. 



iffiBtotDbleallf — ivhy cliiiM ii Cittt; 

^iwie.chOMn, Mill lubtisi icn ilmusa 
et it where, llMtcliOMn, til Ihcm 

Uspen'il, teav« Rfuun's whole horizon cleaill 
"This U not Reaion'i dlcULej Rejwnsaya, 
" CIa>e with ihe side where one grain luini ih' 
" Wlnl VJII* ptepundirriiicE ii belt lean tiEasu 
" Wiitt faaitt voice eicliim — Beflevc a God; 
" Anil criMn heari, it llie kole mark oT man. 
" Whdl iliings impouible muti man iliink tiui 
" On mi; other lyatem t ma tuivt iirjiige 
" To diibElicvc thro' nicrecreduliij!" 

If ill this chBin i.oNiMo li it6% no Itiw, 
LEt 11 roc evei biTHJ (<iiD Id beli<^f. 
And vvllcre ihir tinl. in which a Haw he finds ? 
And it a (jcd then it, Ihol Cod liow grcai I 
How great Hi»t piiw'r whoie pruvi*!eiili«l lam 
'f hro' ihat brighi utbi' ditk ccutres lUns « nylJ 
Of Kituw unii'erwl ihrendK the wlwlel 
Anilhingsireiitiun. tiUa(rr«cloiug«m, 
ytio' liiiie un the -ooistool of his ihrone I 

Thai liltlF grin Iiuk- 1aig« I A weighl lei (all 
Troma fii'datir, in jig«it'ui it cecL-h 
JHtdtaUntfurth, mv, tlien, LDieiiio.' viV.tit, . 
re mighty bull ding f ivhcrclugin J 

fawburbiof cnciiunf wlicceltie wiJi, 






!9 Ilie V. 



MtzikiiiKc, \oihu.^*i titinEe otu^! 



164 THE CON80LATlO2f. 

Say at xvhat point of space Jehovah droppM 
liis slackened liae, and laid his balance by ; 
Weigh'd worlds, and measured infinite no more ? r 
Where rears his terminating pillar high. 
Its extramundane he<id ? end says to gods. 
In characters illustrious as the sun« 
" I stand, the plan's proud period; I pronounce 
" The work accomplbh'd : the creation clos*d : 1 
" Shout, all ye Gods! nor shout, ye Gods, alone; 
" Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life, 
" That rests, or rolls; ye Heights and Depths, resoo 
** Resound ! le. ound! ye Depths and Heights, resoun 
Hard are those questions!— answer harder stilL 1 
Is this ihs iole exploit, the single birth. 
The soiituiy, son of Pow'r Divine? 
Or has th' Almighty Father v.ith a breath 
Impregnated the womb of distant Space? 
11::: lie not bid, in vaiious provinces, 1 

I^rotlier-crealions the dark bowels bu.st 
C4' Nii^Iit primeval, barren now no more ? 
An 1 Ik' \hc Central sun, tran>p:ercin;; all 
'I ii>>- (.' !;:.Mit-2fe!ierations whitli diijxjrt. 
And daiici.* as motes, in his meridian ray, 
'I'hat rav withdrawn, benighted, orab^orb'd 
In that iibviJ of horrour whence they sprung; 
Vv'iuU; Ciiaoi tri/.p.ipli^, repostcst of ail 
Kival Cre'tiwM r:!vish'd from his throne ? 
Ch-ici ! of :\ atuie bjlh llje womb a?.d gMve ; 
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Tliink'st thou my scheme, Lorenzo, spreads too 
Is this extravagant ? — No ! this is just; [wide ? 

Just in conjecture, tho' twere false in fact. 
If 'tis an diTour, 'tis an errour sprung 
From noble root, high thought of the Most High. 1 5 s S 
But wherefore errour ? who can prove it such ? — 
He that can set Omnipotence a bound. 
Can man conceive beyond what God can do ? 
Nothing but quite impossible is hard. 
He summons into being, with like ease, 1563 

A whole creation, and a single grain. 
Speaks he the word ? a thousand worlds are born ! 
A thousand worlds ? there's space for millions more ; 
And in what space can his great fiat fail ? 
Condemn me not, cold Critick ! but indulge 1565 

The warm imagination : why condemn ? 
Why not indulge such thoughts as swell our hearts 
With fuller admiration of that Pow'r 
Who gives our liearts with such high thoughts to swell ? 
Why not indulge in his augmented praise ? 1 570 

Darts not his glory, a still brighter ray. 
The less is left to Chaos and the realms 
Of hideous Night, where Fancy strays aghast. 
And, tho' most talkative, makes no report :* 

Still seems my thought enormous ? think agrJr. ;-- 
Experience self shall aid thy lame belief, 1 ^;^ 

Classes, (that revelation to the sight!) 
JUve they not led ps in the deep disclo:'^ 



Of (inp-spun Nature, eiquisHely sraajl. 
AatI lUo' demonilrdlfd, bIiIJ ill-ionceiv'd I 
If llitn on Ihe rtverae llic mind would mount 
In m'iE'iiii''c< wlidl mind can moLint too^rj 
'rat.i:cii the balance, lad election poise; 
Defect alone cun err on such a theme; 
Whal ii loo great, if ne Ihe cauGC si:Tvcf t I 

SlupendouB AcciiilectI Ihou, thou art all I 
My soo] Hiea up and down in ihoughls of tltt^ 
And Rndi heiself but at the centre sltUI 
1 Am thy namp I exiileuce all thine ova I 
Cieaiion-s ni-lhing, fialler'd much if ilil'd I 

" The thin, the fleeting atmcsphere of God." 

O for tlie »oice — of what? of whom t — whatrf 
Can answer to my wantg, in such asceni 
As dares to deem one universe too small ? 
Tell me, Lorenio; (for now funcy glows, I 

Fir'd in ihc eorlcx of almighty pow"r) 
Is not this home creation, in the map 
Of univeiMl Nature, as a speck. 
Like fair Itritannia, in oui little ball ; 
Exceeding fair, and gloiious, for its size, I 

liut, elsewhere, faroulnKasur'd, far outshonei 
In fjiicy (fur the fad beyond us lie*) 
Car.st ihou not figure it, an isle, almost 
'Toe smaM for notice in the vast of being; 
hevei'd by mighty seas of unbuilt space i 

ViuM other realms ; from ample conlinem* 



0/ hijther lift, where rr;brerna(i*ts 
northcra, 1*SB reinole fiom Oe 
Glowing benealli Itie Itnc or Ihc fiajnenif, [ 
n'hct« *oub in cscdleni'c miil.c iiinir, \»A^ 
luiurinni growths, nor iM the auit 
If hmnan WDTih, bui ripen soon lo sods.' ^ 
Yel «liy Jrown Fancj in Eurh dt-pihi Jifl^ 
Itium, presumpiuous Rover! nrnlconfcB»B 
The bounds oFman, nor blame ihon 
Enjoy we noi full scope in whai is !■ 
full ample th/ dominions of Ihe SU( 
'ull glorious to behoI<J!Iio\vlar,lio«rH'id( 
"The miitehlrs! monaich from his linminp iliro 
■llTish d( tasire, Ihronre his bfanisabuut tiin: 
'irtheraiiil faiter Ibaii a ihought raij 11^, 
Ind r*eil* Ills planets ^riih efemnl firtBl 
^hi» (IvIiDpolii, by greater far 
Tlliin tlie (irDud tyrant of Ihe Nile iva-i bui 
Aiiii he a\ar.e who built It nn d.-tlniy. 

md this ciif n-hy siraj-s human HiuugBlJ 
iVDi^derf'jl enougli for man to k 
lufiniie tndiigli far tnnn to miij 
One firniJinieiti »:ioiijh for man to i 
O •liM virlaiiiiiiaai, ini^niriion hen 
1Vli;tl fift uf » l^doin H deny'd hiii 
It l«amiiis lili (Iiii'l lesion mal.es h 
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IlieRifn'ell')* noble fttiio 
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1^ iTMC ceSMMM^IOK, 

Which waam .our pa j t ioi K^-pnMgjytiei m^f uu lfl ^ - 

HoweldquMt1ythip«tUiB.tIoirij^9»i»lv'»^ • 'M 
With whatauthcqrltyitg^Mitldwqif^ .:1- n... ;V 
Remonttntiiiff gmt trMli»|ii tCjrte mffOtifiiti^ ^. .^ /• 
.Tho'tilait^IoiidljbmAmtlianNNi^j^a^^ ,.:,.i, 
TbepIancuhtan(;,aid>«4.ii^yMPij^^ ^. '^ 
He! J hM her wander, Iho* 100 imtlj^t |||f|li^ .. y 
Is earth then iBorcjotenal,? Ii» jM^iita.,. ,-,...! 
Who neither psaiie (LoiMmtt'yvJilp^^ ,.ir 

Lorenzo's adinintfoi|^||l(««flp|pd^-.. I • ■ . ■.-,. V<-' 
Ne'er alk'd the moon raf fiiwfi«i^4, w^^)||^^ ,l#|». { 

Least corretpowleiife wUi^M^'^^Hn^; .ti.y..^ ilS' 

Ne'er rear'd ao alttf to tlv,fifn^|<^.)bi|Brf9^...^, .j.ri 

Walking in briic^tDCM»orlMrtn|iiia4fi^'4fc ^ , ]' ; 

Thei r sublunary, rival* bare jQi^;alM». , . 

Engross'd his whole devotion ; stars m^lgn, rff 

Which made the fond astronomer run nouul. 

Darken his inf sHect, corrupt his bsart ; 

Cause hvm to scu:riftce Ills fame and peace 

To momentary madness, cali'd Delight: 

Idolater more gross than ever kiss'd i^iS 

The lifted hand to Luna, or pour'd oat 

Tlie blood to JoTeIr— O tlwu, to whom (jelongs 

All sacrifice ! O thou great Jove unfeign'di 

iJivino In.trucier! thy fir»t volume this 

l'\r ir.an'i perusal ; all in capitals! iCto 

l:i mjun ar.d stars (heav'n's golden alphabet!) 

llr.ihlaz'd to ici«e the sight, Vv'lio runs may r€;Mi» 



niciit THE tfisTtr. i4^ 

Is can understand. 'Tis unconfin*d 

ian land or Jewry ; fairly writ, 

^e universal to mankind ; '1665 

;e lofty to the learn'd> yet pl»i*» 

hat feed the flock, or guide the plough, 

is husk strike out the bounding grain: 

{e worthy the great Mind that &peadcs ! 

id comment to the sacred page ! 167a 

t' refers i^ teader to the skie$> 

posing his iirst lesson there, 

>tare 'self a fragment, that unread* 

as book of wisdom to the wise I 

is book ! axHl opeA'd, N ight ! by thee. 167 s 

much open'd, I cenfessy O Night 1 

I wish, but how shall I prevail f 
le Night 1 whose modest, maiden beams> 

new creation, and present 

I's great picture soften 'd to the sights i68or 

ler far, far mare indulgent still, 

whose mild dominion's silver key 

>ur hemisphere, and sets to view 

sy«nd number, worlds conceal'd by day 

e proud and envious ^stsr of nuon ! tC$> 

u not draw a deeper scene,-^and shew 

Uy Potentate to w horn belong 

1 regalia, pompously di-play'd 

that high hopef Like him of Ux, 

und, I search on ev'ry side — i^^ 

f/. V 



1 70 rai tthl^^AVtok. 

for t ff impse of bim 1117 fcfal liW^I ' 
AftthechasUbait^AnikltlfedetftftiwatW^ '; 
Pints for the IWliit tftMur, ftr Uill>»lKi ftt^ter 
So pants the xhhitfwikMaM tte'MftlMEl * ' 

Of sobl untiy joys.' Baif;^OoAdMi ^liM f li 

Where blaMt MsMghfioiiftr^irMMiM^ 

Thou know*8t, >lbr tffoiriyt aetf Idtof tjrttet, IM 

His grand pavillttn; weni PMiM V«fMrti ' 

The sabre curuinchrMrM.- If M^:«HI Mdir- : 

Ofthyfairdaqgllteh^ti«lD^s»'«WMtfwl^ H 

Whotravelfiur/iiti^tfWllertWdfreni? •' 

A star hU dwdllB^poftHid bat btlpw. ' 

Ye Pletsdes 1 Aivtums'l Maiifailh'l - " 

And thou, Oribnl of stmkec^<ty«t'' 

Say ye, whdgTfidb'thJttWilderd-fntfaer Wares, t: 

And bring them out of tempest Into port ! 

On which hand must I bend my course to find hirsi 

These courtiers keep the secret of their King; 

1 wake whole nights in vain to s eal it from them. 

I wake, and, waking, climb Night's radiant ^cu'e 
F.om sphere to sphere, the steps by Nature set 1 
From man's ascent, at once to tem[*t and aid; 
To tempt his eye, and aid his tow'ring thought, 
Til! it arrives at the great goal of all. 

In ardent Contemplation's rapid car, 1 

Fioin eurili, as from my barrier, I set out. 
ll'jw o-.vift I mount ! diminish'd earth recedes: 
1 pa33 t!ie moon *, and, from her farther side. 



KIGHT THE NINTft. I7I 

Pierce heav*n'$ blue curtain ; strike into remote ; 

Where, with his lifted tubCi the subtle suge 1720 

His artificial airy joDrney takes, 

\nd to celestial lengthens human sight. 

[ pause at ev'ry planet on my road, 

^ud ask for him who gives their orbs to roll, 

Their foreheads fair to shine. From Saturn*s ring, 

[n which of earths an army might be lest, 1726 

With the held comet take my boldei: flight, 

^mid those sovereign glories of the skies. 

Of independent, native lustre proud ; 

The souls of systems! and the lords of life, 1750 

Thro* their wide empires! — What behold I now ? 

A wilderness of wonder burning round. 

Where larger suns inhabit higher spheres ; 

Perhaps the villas of descending gods; 

Nor halt I here; tlie toil is but begun; 173$ 

'Tis but the threshold of the Deity; 

Or, far beneath it, I am grov'ling still, 

Nor is it strange ; I built on a mistake : 

The grandeur of his works, whence Folly sought 

For aid, to Reason sets his glory higher ; 1749 

Who built thus high for worms (mere worm to him) 

where, Lorenzo ! must the builder dwell ? 

Pause, then, and, for a moment, here respire— 
[f human thought can keep its station here. 
Where am I ? — where isearth ? — nay, where art thou, 
D Sun ?— Is the sun turn*d recluse ? — and are 17^ 

V \\ 
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•\\ nat are me natives oi iris woria suoume^ 
Of this so foreign, unterrestrial sphere, 
\V!iere mortal, untranslated, never stray *d ? 
" O ye, as distant from my little home 

I ** As swiftest sunbeams in an age can fly ! 

** Far from my native element I roam, 

1 ** In quest Oi new and wonderful to man. 

'* What province this, of his immense domain 
*' V/hom all obeys ? or mortals here, or gods I 
" Ye Bord'rers on the coasts of Bliss! what a 
" A colony from heav'n? or only rais'd, 
** By frequent visit from heav'n's neighb'ring 
•' To iecondar>' gods, jnd half divine ? — 
" Whate'er your nature, this is past dispute, 
*' Far other life you live, fir otlier tongue 



NJ6HT THE NIM'TR* I7J 

*' Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 1 775 
•« And ask their Adams — *' WhowouJdnotbe wise?" 
" Or if your mother fell, are you redecm'd ? 
** And if redeem'd — is your Redeemer scorn'd ? 
" Is this your final residence? if not, 
" Change you your'scene translated, or by death ? 
** And if by death, what death? — Know you dis- 
*' ease, 1781 

** Or horrid war ?— With war, this fetal hour, 
** Europa groans (so call we a small field 
*' Where kings run mad.) In our world. Death deputes 
** Intemperance to do the work of Age, 1 78 S 

** And hanging up the quiver Nature gave him, 
" As slow of execution, for dispatch 
*' Sends forth imperial butchers ; bids them slay 
" Their sheep, (the silly sheep they fleec'd before) 
" And ios» him twice ten tliousand at a meal. 1793 
*' Sit all your executioners on thrones ? 
** With you can rage for plunder make a god ? 
" And bloodshed wash out ev'ry other stain ?— 
*' But you perhaps cann't bleed : from matter gross 
*' Your spirits clean are delicately clad 1 79s 

** In fine-spua ether, privileg'd to soar, 
** Unloaded, uninfected. How unlike 
** The lot of man! how few of human race 
*• By their own mud unmurder'dl how we wage 
*' Self-war eternal! — Is your painful day iSoa 

** Of bardy conflict o'er? or are you still 

P ill 



ff74 i«» eo^AWLjcttOH. 

*' Kslw eanAidHles m^hofA f mod have ^rmt Abft 
<« Who dr«9fl^c mntnloifi, at with «§ ?-— 
'' B ut what ar»< we f ycl^-nefcr hwrd'«r UM; 
** Or earth, tha hadlM ^r* the vnivcnt'l lUf 

"' Where Reasoa CondlfHrdwith >on) faM-tiMi 
<' AndniinetFony't«hihfc«i«rlMfrei|«i •. 
" Fond of the jfovlest -fci- A» aacved nottit ' ■ 
'' Of Holineis, where Reason is pTamomtc*A 
<< Infann>le^a«ltht*idiriri(MKagoii ~ • ••^•~>itM 
^< Ev'n therey hy ^nto tke<diNHom«Mi oMdaMi* 
** What these ihtiik nvoAg eiirafeiiMh^MaiM to^K^ 
*' And kindly teach diiftHell^ heroin- hteokam^' 
«< Satan, instrac^ed^ Veff their JileraU amilM««^« 
''Bat this how Midlife t9 3nou'Wft»%iMirlhot naiif 
** Has t he least ramoiur «f o«r me •t«lir*d f • fM 
<' CalI'd here Elijah hi his flaming cjar ? 
*' Pjst by you the good Enoch, on his road 
*' '1\) tlio.e fair fields whence Lucifer was hurVd; 
'*' Who brush'd perhaps your sphere in bis descent, 
'' IJtaind ycur pure crystal ether, or let fall fSif 

*' A short eclipse from his portentous shade? 
O that the fiend had lodg'd on some bro.id orb 
At'awdrt liis way, nor reached his present home, 
*' Tiien blacken'd earth, with footsteps foul'd in hcH, 
*' Nor \v:ish'd in ocean, as from Rome he past i8:6 
*• To i]ritain's isle, too, too conspicuous ihsrc/' 

IJiU t!i!: is all digression. Where is he 
That o'er heav'u's battlements tlie felon hurl'd 
1 



ft 



ToRniiim, tmUhaiiis, nndiiarknciif wli«n 
ffho fi^ tittimn'i sirmmii in a vale t 
k whom, while mnti i» man. lie (aiin't bal srek, 
if lie finds, comtnences mote Ihan man I 
aMifScopC iiisthtniia loMSch! 

me.ye LMrn'donotrDi! irBkts'tlaboiel it 

;ircl>itis, ycN«WMn»ilal>^l>l Icti 

ttyaurGical Maswt'toi^? hlsplaneuirte 
eeansciau9saicftit», ttioeemsniing-M 
ii-boriio( Deity 1 from wmrallovt, 
' vcneralkn most prolbund, ihreivn olTj 

rtiriciiun tin lets siriiiiglj'dMU'ii;) 

ir'J, •iidj'et r.itiiut'il; rartuc'l, yet eeivnci , ' _ 

SI IhouKhl IMtiiiriDut, but wiili borrow'tl burnt; 

' I appttti<;hiiiEclreIr9 s:t1l reinctc, 
pvulving rouiiJ Uir «uii'k ttrntil Sinf 
a linet direct, on embRsilcs 
51 — in wtaUatitude ( — Ijeycixl 



«iit I — Men' fauinu) cfl'Di' 
£iiJI u tmii|at Id hih tlirune. i 

niglit! I quire n^liiDOKmy (t 
mace ru>icu> tliandevaui. 



1 (ludjaut Ibil to ihiiii, n 



Who woribip Gud sliatl find liim. Humble L 
And nol proud Keanon, Lcfpa liie door of lirav' 
Lovefiihlsadmisjion where proud Science faili. 
Man's science is ihe tuliute of his licarl. 
And not to lose his plumbet in Ihe deptlu 
Of Nature, or tlie morE profound of God : 
Either to know ii an allimpt Ihzt sets 
The wisest on a luvel with the fool. 
To fathom Nature (ill -at tempted here ! j 
Fast doubt is deep philosopliy above ; 
Higher degieis in bli» archangels like. 
As deepn learn'd, Ihe deepest learniiin aiill. 
For what a thuiidri uf Omnipoienc e 
(So might I dare to speak) ieseeji id all 1 
In nwnl ineaith! in inoreaiiiaiins«hial 
Teaching this lesson Pride is loth tl> lcar:i — 
" Nut d«]jjlj- 10 Jii^rem, nor much to Jiiioiv , 
" Mankind was born lo wonder and adcre." 
And is there cause for higher wonder slill 
Than that which strmk us from eur past survi 
. Yea; and fordeeperadoralionloo. 
tTrom my late airy travel unconCn'd, 
pHave I learn'd nothing i — Yes, Lorenzo ! th 
I Each of these stars is a religious hou=e; 

ir altars smolie, ihfir incense rise, 
And heard hosaimas ring thro' ev'ry splitte, 
K A feminary fraught with future gods. 
I-Njlure all o'if is consrcraieJ grojiid. 



«ioirr THE Niynr. 17" 

ning with growths immortal and divine. 

great Proprietor's all-bounteous hand 

•es nothing waste, but sows these fiery fields 

h seeds of Reason, which to virtues rise 

:ath his gexual ray; and, if escaped iS^% 

pestilential blasts of stubborn will, 

;n grown matuic are gatfaer'd for the skies. 

is devetion thought too much on earth, 
en beings, so superiour, homage boast, 
I triumph VI prostrations to the throne ? 1S95 

lit wherefore more of planets or of stars? 
>real jaumles^ and, discover*d thefe, 

thousand worlds, ten thousand ways devout. 
Nature sending incense to the throne, 
ept the bold Loren^os of our sphere? 190* 

ning the solemn sources of loy soul» 
:e I have pour'd, like feignM Eridanus, 

flowing numbers o'er the fiaming skies, 

: see of fancy or of fact what moce 

ites the Muse — here turn vre and review ipo; 

' past nocturnal Jandseape wide; — then say, 

, then, Lof^nxo ! with what burst of heart 

* whole, at once, revolving in his thought, 

;st man exclaim, adoring, and aghast ? 

> what root! O what branch, is herel 1910 

) what a Father ! what a family ! 

Vorldsi system^;! and creations! — and creations. 

n oae agglcmefated cJ,uster, hung. 



, shall I 



TUB CDNMlitiON, 
'ioD ! • an Ihep, on thee thtclusler 
il clualer ! infinilfly spread 
ing globes, with variniia being frai 



ay (for 



ihocB 



'?) 



;n I lions J nd gems, 
lid, OlofwhaUimensionl ofwhatweij 
in one sigriet, tiaincs on l!ie right hand 
Majesty Divine 1 the blazing seal, 
al deeply slamps, on alt created mind, 
|ilelible, his sovereign altnbules, 

-tice and Lave! thai pjsGlngboun 
surpassing thai. Nor stop we lie 
of pow'r in Cm], but [bought in 
cknoivMg-d leaves us slill In di 



n T-f I ooitheB Rccnmi'liili'il niy (uouil boast f 
..idlnMtellthee "We woulil mount •.Lureni 
■■ Aiirt kinilliE our dtvolian *l the fUt» f " 

Anil Ur.vc I (iiU'd / and did I Hniier ll>ee ! 
A'.idnil iill adamanTf Uikd dosl conlule, 
A r! urji'd, Willi oiic ir»:rr»sa'>l< '""'^^ ■' 
: -irenio l.tninh bDV misetuble htKl 
..veflrby (ill »liir», by Bim whumatfe Hism ! 
1 liy litan benrelonh shall be as pure as ihcfj 
Then (hout like them, shall sliluci like them 
D lofiji IVnin *bif ure to bright, 
l^diagtadaty.ii, Ninnu'ssatnid law. 

vliEticit ? — A*k Cluioi — ht c. 
•e.briRht iBiniil^tJuna lu iilolaJiy 
■a doKMitM and cm>lLi?i«ii <iiuk \'\Ai liirll: 
)>Df Oetoiaiixy '. froiri lliirtl drf^.; 
lull til*! iticy re<c iii musbes rclp, 
Mnioipiiereiopitgue; thctidmly ^hot 
biij'ilcn'U ;' tlien blitt'rf cut iu piMte> 
rettellghii in riogrv s, in ndvanre 

■a ID briier i but nheii minds a!C«i 
n guti (Iqwiiilk Upon ihcimcLves. 
.lb exerilun. ClrejU'j' ntAkci the 
tctolunuiy little ics^en^ mare. 

idlH^uatwIthrUEOd! 
till)alff<l[''MUi'ei--a iibition hornHvinel 
[) thou, ainblilout of ^itgnct nlenf I 



■ StTiMni V 'Tie 5li'«». snt' pupl' effllfl 
Rank coward to the faahionablc world I 

Ciira'il I'ume of pride, eiti-il'cl from dtv| 
i'liile in religion i> msn'i- tiighcti pniUi 
licnt en destruction! and in loir wilhd 
Not all these luitiinui<vV'>c)<'d't«i 
Were half uiaad 01 unclMniglileil nine 
Wliich gropes Cji luppincta, ind niMta 
How, I ike a widow ia her weedt> the Ni 
Amid her gUinin'rine tip«rs, Stlcni liia 
How aurronTuI, liow dtsolilc, tin Veep 
Pcrpeiualdctvs, andiaddeiuNalurE'iii 
A scene more sad «ii inulieb I lie d^ihen' 
All comftiii killi, KOI laavcs ow. tjMilc i 
Tlio' bliid of tieait, ui\l optn ii thin 
Whf wchmagniGceiicein all IhoaM* 
Clf inatrei'6£randeur,)inowoiie«nilia 
To lell til* rational, wtM gales o» il,— - 
. ■■ Tlio' tlutimmenHl); great, ^lillgraa 
" Wlios* bttast, capofUiUE, c«n cnibr«« 
" UnbuTdeird, Natun'funiverMlMltf 
■■ Can gratpcnftlLOD wilha s'wfl* thai 
," Creatioii grasp, and not cxeliul* IttS 
To lelililmfjtllKl— "IlhehovMhtls 
" To guard ill' tmpoiLaiii >it dejiitiid^jii 
" Of being, brighter than a IhouMDiI* 
" One iingl* riiy ol iliouglit oaisbiiwit 



Aod it.man hmtobeixnt, uion lie'll soat ^H 

Siiperioclie^gliis, and Oil hispuiplc wing, ^H 

H 1^ puiple wing b«dro{iii'il with tfu i)f .gold, ^H 
Kising, whrte thuughtis now dctiy'd (o ri&e, ^H 
Look ctown.iTuunptiint on thete dasiJing *{tlieni^^| 

Why Ihen pfmUtf — nomnrtal cter llv'd 
Bull ^yi"Si l*^ ffMiuuoc'd (wh«n vardi arr (rue) 
The whale that chartniiliee, abwtuu-lj'valn; 
Vain, and far vconct— Think lliou iridi dpag men ; 
O umJeuvtid la tfiink as angels lliinli I jocS 

O iol*niw a chance for hApftioeu I 
Uiuiutturciticli, ill ctiui(;E«nium ill bile; 
-'. nd hfll had bren, ilio' Uibk Iii<J bteii no God. 
")it thou noi 1.IIUW, my new Ailicnonni 1 iwo 
.' iith, luiniogfruiniheiiuii, biii)(;»iilg|ii tonwDi' 
'•Ian, lutnini; from his God, btin^ eiidlsM Dighc 
Wh«e tliou cau'tt rMd no morals, (-nd nvfiien^JH 
Ammd no minncrs, and ix|icci mi peace. ^H 

fiowdaeptliidarkneisl HndthegrEa buw loudt^j^l 
And Ut, likiv.' lit, frum lamlienl are Qir Haiunl^^H 
i.jielsuchliidpmjiu! ^^H 

'l'autliIetlK.in, ^H 

MimieorUieaiGi. ^^| 

Fur tiiiik U'/i t'Mii I)n-<1 heatdiili lliis frunl |^^H 

My tone baiccboM wh4t great Njiiire >f eirira^^H 
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NIGHT THE NINTH. iSj 

Can neither Shame nor Terror stand thy friend ? 

And art thou still an insect in the mire ? 

How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown ; 2055 

Snatch'd thee from earth, escorted thee thro* all 

Th' ethereal armies, walk'd thee, like a god. 

Thro' splendours of first magnitude, arrang'd 

On either hand ; clouds thrown beneath thy feet ; 

Close-cruis'd on the bright paradise of God, 2060 

And almost introduc'd thee to the throne ! 

And art thou still carousing, for delight. 

Rank poison ; first fermenting to mere froth. 

And then subsiding into final g;<ll ? 

To beings of sublime, immortal make, 2065 

How shocking is all joy whose end is sure ! 

Such joy more shocking still, the more it charms ! 

And dost thou chuse what ends ere well begun. 

And inf .mous as short ? and dost thou chuse 

(Thou, to whose palate glory is so sweet) 2076 

To wade into perdition thro* contempt, 

Not of poor bigots only, but thy own ? 

For f have peep'd into ihy cover'd hearty 

And seen it blush beneath a boastful brow ; 

For by strong Guilt*s most violent assault, 2075 

Conscichce is but disabled, not destroy'd. 

O thou most awful being ! and most vain ! 
Thy will how frail ! how glorious is thy pow'r I 
Tho' dread Eternity has sown her seeds 
Of bliss and wo in thy despotic breast ; 2080 
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NIGHT THE NINTH. X85 

'* To reach his throne, as sages of the soul, 21 09 

" Thro' which, at different periods, she shall pass. 
Refining gradual, for her fisaJ height. 
And purging off some dross at ev'ry sphere ! 
By this dark pall thrown o'er the silent world 1 
By the world's kings and kingdoms most reiiown'd, 
** From short Ambition's zenith set for ever, 2115 
'* Sad presage to vain boasters, now in bloom I 
** By the long list of swift mortality, 
** From Adam downward to this ev'ning knell, 
'* Which midnight waves in fancy's startled eye ; 2119 
** And shocks her with an hundred centuries, [thought ! 
" Round Death's black banner throng'd in human 
** By thousands, now, reoignii^g their last breath, 
** And calling thee — wert thou so wise' to hear I 
** By tombs o'er tombs arising; human earth 
" Ejected, to make room for — human eanh; 2125 
" The monarch's terror! and the sexton's tradel 
'* By pompous obsequies that shun the day, 
*' The torch funereal, and the nodding plume, 
*' Which makes poor man's humiliation proud; 
** Boast of our ruin ! triumph of our dust ! 2130 

** By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones, 
** And the pale lamp that shews the gl.astly dtad, 
** More ghastly thro' the thick incumbent gloom ! 
'* By vkits (if there are) from darker scenes, 
** The gliding spectre ! and the grv aning grave ! 215S 
'* By groans, and graves, and miseries that grcan 
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<« TTj TiiUfi iMt wrtH ltjifiwininmiii«»|it^ ii^ 
'' The loddhff nmiMWly Ifciii Mlnji <|— fcn •» *# 
«« Andifcwiidw'i- lH»« wlMi g »»v gr i MiWMi^ 
«« By twmJ^CIiiM^wrfitwiwriHglln'* ^ - 
Be wi«c*HMr Jet Phihlifti >!!■> itj ■■ttuwy. 
But oimiioi ill diidlUg'itftav 4«MnMn^^ 
Love to the liviagi JwytelNteiii' •' *-4 " ) jiilA 

For knOTT^ P« I W tfM ee m orT MieHJI^''- ' ^* ' 
ThU monLlVuptef^ I mii"1l laj^ > - ' -- «' 

By MvcomniiMrFMIIaMlMrlietf IhllM; ' '^'-^ '' '^ ' 
And Hei?'B bl4N«h.^-i4l*tf WtMM| 4M liMP'*-^ '^ 
FIoralto'tteKlet^ice; Meweer#s^eHi»>- •"«- = -Jill 

On thy getblve; tyt nin W rt anhyeBbte^'i 

For his sake — love thyself: exanq^le strftet 

All human hearts; a bad example more^ 

More still a father's ; that ensures his ruin. 

As parent of his being, wouldst thou prove 2155 

Th' unnatural parent of his miseries. 

And make him curse the being which thou gav'st? 

Is this the blessing of so fond a father ? 

If careless of Lorenro, spare, oh ! spare 

Florello's father, and Philander's friend ! iifo 

Florello's father ruin'd, ruins him ; 

And from Philander's friend the world ezpecti 

A conduct, no dishonour to the dead. 

Let passion do, what nobles motive «ho«ld; 
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»vc and emulation rise in aid 2 165 

ason, and persuade thee to be — bless 'd. 
is seems not a request to be deny'd ; 
[such the infatuation of mankind !) 
he most hopeless, man can make to man. 
I, then, rise in argument and warmth ; 2170 
irg^e Philander's posthumous advice, 
topics yet unbroach'd ? 
oh! I faint I my spirits fail I — nor strange! 
ngon wing, and in no middle clime ! x 

hich my great Creator's glory call'd; 2175 

rails — but now in vain. Sleep's dewy wand 
trok*d my drooping lips, and promises 
mg arrear of rest : the downy god 
nt to return with our returning peace) 
pay, ere long, and bless me with repose. 2183 
!, haste, sweet Stranger ! from the peasant's cot, 
ihipboy's hammock, or the soldier's straw, 
nee Sorrow never chas'd thee; with thee bring 
lideous visions, as of late, but draughts 
i o us of wel 1-tasted cordial , rest ; 2 1 S$ 

s rich re.^torattve ; his balmy bath, 
supples, lubricates, and keeps in play 
various movements of this nice machine, 
:h asks such frequent periods of repair, 
n tir'd with vain rotations of the day, 2 190 

) winds us up for the succeeding dawn; 
1 we spin op, till sickness clogs cur wheels^ 
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Or death quite breaks the spring, and motion ends. 
When will it end with me? 

" Thou only know'st, 2195 

*' Thou, whose broad eye the future and the past 

" Joins to the present, making one of three 

" To mortal thought ! thou knows* t, and thou alone, 

" All-knowing ! all unknown ! and yet well-knownl 

" Near, tho' remote! and, iho' unfaihom'd, felt! 

" And, tho* invi'sible, for ever seen I ziot 

** And seen in all ! the great and the minute ; 

** Ivdvh globe above, with its gigantic race, 

'* Eachflow'r, each leaf, with its small people swarm 'd, 

*' (Those puny vouchers of Omnipotence!) 2205 

** Tothe first ihought that asks 'From whence? 'declare 

*' Their common source: thou fountain, running o'er 

*' I'l rivers of ccmnmnicated joy ! 

" W lio tj'iv'bt us sj:ec'cli for far, far huiv,b!er thcmT-I 

*' .S:t;', by what name sliall I presume to call zz'.z 

** liiiM I ;~cc^ buriiin/,' in tliese countless sui.b, 

*' A ^ Mo:-. -^ i:i tlu' bu:.h .-' Illustrious Mind! 

*' ", '. ■■ V. :.<.'.. ii\.:\\on less, far less, tot lice, 

'' "1 ' :i ',::.-.! !■) t!i.' creation's ample roun(i, 

' ' . ; i\\ ■■i.Il I naiv.c ihoe :'-— Ilowniy ]^b*rin.:^ ^'ul 

*• 1 .c.i\( -. r,iKlo::ic;a!i tiie l!iou;;.ht, tc.o bi^' f.»r biitM 

*• iliv.'A -'■'.■.m oti)orlcctioiis ! n:i^!jty Cau c 
'" '"'! V :i; .(- 1. .;;■!»;> '. Cause uncaus'cl! L-o!e root 
*■ ^ ■! :..,li!;\-, t!i,:l luMwiant growth of Cod I 
* ' •' t l-.i'b.cr <-re!icc:b ! that pro^ieny ::•: 
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" Of endless series, where the pfoldon chain* 

*' Last link admits a period, who can tcii .' 

•* Father of all that is or ht;ard, or hears! 

** Father of all that is or seen, or sees ! 

" Father of all that is, or shall arise ! 22:5 

'* Father of this immeasurable mass 

** Of matter multiform, or dense, or rr.re, 

" Opaque or lucid, rapid or at rest, 

" Minute, or pa-sing bound! in each extreme 

** Of like amaze and mystery to man. 2230 

" Father of these bright millions of (he night ! 

** Of which the leait full Godhead had proclaim'd, 

** And thrown the gr.zer on his knee — Or, say, 

" Is appellation higher still, thy choice ? 

** Father of matter's temporary lords ! 2235 

" Father of spirits I nobler offspring ! sparks 

" Of high paternal glory ; rich endow'd 

" With various measures, and with various modes 

*' Of instinct, reason, intuition: beams 

*' More pale or bright from day divine, to break 

• * The dark of matter organiz'd (the ware 2241 

" Of all created spirit) ; beams that rise 

" Each over other in superior light, 

** Till the last ripens into lustre strong, 

" Of next approach to Godhead. F.ither fond 

«' (Far fonder than e'er bore that name on earth) 

'* Of intellectual beings ! beings bless'd 

** With pow'rs to please thee^ not of pasbivc ply 
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'' Of well-ttdapted joys,- kt difibretit dooMt nf 

*' Of this imperial piilaiBete tbjr to]it;< 

'' Of thii prottdy popaknii^ well-poUcjr'd^ 

'' Tbo' bonndleM lwbilatlMi« pUim'd ky tbce; 

** Wboie lev'nl clans their mt'isI cUmaies wml^ 

** And tianspotition douhtlaM would daa t wy , aif] 

''Or, oht indulge* immortal Kiiy I Mulgi 

" A title Icte augott, indeed, Inu mam -. , 

** Endeaiiqg; al|l bo# Mreet In bmrnn mt$\ 

** Sweet in our eaia, and iriumptli fatoor b^dil 

*' Father of immortalitj to man t aiii 

«' A theme that lately ^ sat my aoal^ 

" And thou the next 1 yef equal 1 tbon by ' 

" That blessing iras convey'd^fiur moral iRaakomlt; 

" Ineffable the price ! by whom all worlds 23^ 

" Were made, and one redeem'd I illustrious Light 

'^ From light illustrious! thou, whose regal pow'r, 

'' Finite in time, but infinite in space, 

" On more than adamantine basis fix*d, 

*' O'er more, far more, than diadems and thrones, 

" Inviolably reigns, the dread of gods 1 22:< 

*' And, oh ! the friend of man ! beneath whose loot, 

** And by the mandate of whose awful nod, 

"All regions, revolutions, f3rtunes, fates, 

" Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 

*' Thro' the short channels of expiring time, jjtJ 

♦ Nights the Sixth and Seventh. 
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«* Or shoreless ocean of eternity, 

*'. Calm or tempestuous (.is thy spirit breathes), 

"In absolute subjection ! — And, O thou! 

" The glorious Third! distinct, not separate, 

*' Beaming from both ! with both incorporate, 2280 

"And (strange to tell!) incorporate with dust! 

*< By condescension, as thy glory, great, 

** Inshrin'd in man! of human hearts, if pure, 

" Divine inhabitant ! the tie divine 

** Of heav'n with distant earth ! by whom, I trust, 

" (If not inspir'd) uncensur'd this address 3286 

". To thee, to them — to whom ? — mysterious pow'r ! 

" Reveai'd — yet unrevcal'd ! darkness in light ! 

" Number in unity ! our joy ! our dread ! 

" The triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin ! 2290 

" That animates all right, the triple sun ! 

" Sun of the soul I her never-setting sun ! 

** Triune, unutterable, unconceiv'd. 

** Absconding, yet demonstrable. Great God ! 

" Greater than greatest I better than the best ! 2255 

" Kinder tlian kindest ! with soft Pity's eye, 

** Or (stronger still to speak it) with thine owi», 

** From thy bright home, from that high iirmamvnt 

" Where thou, from all eternity, ha^t dwelt ; 

" Beyond archangels* u:las.^istcd ken, i^rc 

" From far above what mortals hi^ hest call, 

** From elevation's pinnacle, look down, 

V Thro'-r-what ? confounding intcnall il.io' aUj 



' And more, Ilian labVin^ Eanejr cfln- 
' Thro'ruliaiil nnksofectencwunki 
" Thro' hieraMhiei from hieranhicsdi 
" Round VBiisuE luniicrt of Omni pou 

" WithendteMchantrBufrapturauftdi 
" Thro' wo nd'rous beings' ialn^ag 
" All clusi'rins at Ihe nil, to dwdliln 
" Thro'Ihit wide waste of worlds, thi 
" AD sindcd o'er wiih tuntf, lunltton 
" Debre ilij fMblui beam — look d 
a poor brralliing pirllclc iD<duM, 
lowai.an iiiinioital in his lciiii* 
'' HbtrlnuifDrgivcl forgive hiavinui 
" Those smaller fiiulti, half conveiitu 
let in« glow ih^e eytu, trhich i 
I ue the sun (tba' Nighi'^dewa 

I wcighi'Uii Mom} uiipitr'd «ni 
ly di^pteaEiire dwells «t«rna) pm 
L, oiiravertiiin ; pain, nhiclt*!^ 
I. liiiire all pain ii terrible (OOMI 
■ ii^iisieiit,.iciriblciatthyg»ad 
ily, ab, ^:iil}', laf meinmj.bt 
. lay-cold bed! by nmurc, nowr 

ih^n be this nn toMaaat mfif 

II o'.itiircaih the prancher} tntf 
ii i>ut> ty ilic bo; at I'hiltp'* bb^ 

: ;Lirr;.i'ad=:lhl llwtlli "' ' 
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sd when (the shelter of thy wing implor'd) 

y senses, sooth'd, shall sink in soft repose, 

sink this truth still deeper in my soul, 

iggested bj my pillow, sign'd by Fate, 2335 

rst, in Fate's volume, at the page of Man — 

bail's ^ckly soul, tho' tum'd and toss'd for ever, 

■om side te side, can rest on nought but thee ; 

;re in full trust, hereafter in full joy :' 

1 thee, the promis'd, sure, eternal down 2340 

r spirits, toil'd in travel thro' this vale: 

or of that pillow shall thy soul despond ; 

)r — Love almighty! Love almighty ! (sing, 

(ulC, Creation!) Love almighty reigns ! 

lat death of death ! that cordial of despair ! 

Dd loud Eternity's triumphant song ! 2346 

Of whom no more :-— for, O thou Patron-God ! 

iiou God and mortal 1 thence more God to man ! 

an's theme, eternal ! man's eternal theme ! 

lion can'st not 'scape uninjur'd from our praise : 

ninjur'd from our praise can he escape, 2357 

'ho, disembosom 'd from the Father, bows 

le heav'n of beav'ns, to kiss the distant earth ! 

-eathcs out in agonies a sinless soul ! 

gainst the cross Death's iron sceptre breaks ! 

om famish'd Kuin plucks her human prey ! zy^O 

irows wide the gates celestial to his foes ! 

leir gratitude, for such a boundless debt, 

iputes their suff'ring brothers to n ceivt ! 

lumg IL W 
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" And if deep human guilt in payment fails, 2]lt 

*' As deeper guilt, prohibits our despair! 

** Enjoins it, as our duty, to rejoice ! 

** And (to close all) omnipotently kind, 

*' Takes his delights among the sons of men." • 

"What words are these !— and did they come fm 
heav'n ? 3J^ 

And were they spoke to man ? to guilty man ? 
What are all mysteries to love like this? 
The songs of angels, all the melodies 
Of choral gods, are wafted in the sound ; 
Ileal and exhilarate the broken heart, j}7 

Tho* plung'd, before, in horrors dark as night: 
llich prolibation of consummate joy! 
Nor wait we dissolution to be bless*d. 

This final cfTbrr of the moral Mu.^e, 
How ji! ^tiy tilled ! t nor for me alone ; 23" 

VoT all that Yc:\(\. WI\it -spirit of support, 
Wliat heights of Cons lation. crcjwn my sonp^ ! 

Then {".irevvel Ni-^lit ! otdarl.fic^s, now, n-^ more: 
Joy b\c, k^, sliines, tnunipl.s; 'tis eternal i!av. 
^>hall that wlncli rises on* of nought complain 2j 
»>r a few evils, \r.\'u\ with eiiciiesf joys ? 
ATy Stuil ! hen'tfurth, h\ sweetest unitni join 
Tiif ♦Wo Nup'"»()rts ol in'inan 'Kippine^s, 
V\'liii ji some, erronei)iis. think can ne< er meet; 
i rue taslf of iile, and constant tliought ,.f tlvath ! 

^ Pfov. chup. viii. .i\* i The Coniolation. 



^^'^ 
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The thought of death, sole victor of its dre, 
Hope be thy joy, and probity thy skill ; 
Thy patron he whose diadem has dropp'd 
Yon gems of heav'n ; eternity thy prize ; 
And leave the racers of the world their own. 
Their feather and their froth, for endless toils 
They part with all for that which is not bread 
They mortify, they starve, on wealth, fame, p* 
And laugh to scorn the fools that aim at more. 
How must a spirit, late escap'd from earth. 
Suppose Philander's, Lucia's, or Narcissa's, 
The truth of things new-blazing in its eye. 
Look back, astonished en the ways of men. 
Whose lives* whole drift is to forget their graves 1 
And when our present privilege is past, i 

To scourge us with due sense of its abuse. 
The same astonishment will seize us all. 
Vhat then must pain us, would preserve us now. 
orenzo ! 'tis not yet tpo late: Lorenzo I 
•izc wisdom, ere *tis torment to be wise ; 24 

lat is, seize Wisdom ere she seizes thee. 
r, what, my small Philosopher ! is hell ? 
\ nothing but full knowlege of the truth, 
en Truth, resisted long, is sworn our foe, 
calls eternity to do her right.- 24 

us darkness aiding intellectual light, 
.acred Silence whisp'ring truths divine, 
ruths divine converting pain to peace. 



E4If song the midnigtii ravrn has oulwing'd. 
And ahor, ambiliousof unbdundedfeenes. 
Beyond the fiatning limita of the world. 
Her gloomy flight. But what avaHs the ftigbt 
Of Taiicy, when our hean^ remain ktlow! 
Virtue abounds in tlalteienand (Oti ; 
' Tia pride la praise her, penance lo perftinn. 
To more llien words, (a more than worth of tn 
Loveo-BO, rise, at llTii auspicious hour, ■ 

An hour when Heav'n's mod inlitnalwith id|| 
When, lihe a falling star, theraf diwine 
Glides 9u iCt lata the bowm of the just; 
And ju5t are all, detcrmin'd lo redaim; 
Which sets thai title high, within Ihy reacli. 
Awake, then; thy Philander caUl : awake! 
Thou, who Shalt wake when the Creation Bleeps 
When, like a taper, alt IheMSUiiRCxpire; 
When Time, like him' of Caia in bia wrath. 
Plucking the pillar* that support the world. 
In Nature's ample ruins lies entombed. 
And midnight, universal midnight I reignt. 



£ad if fJigbl-Tbcugbii. 
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